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Even the busiest hands can be lovely and velvety- 
soft. You ean keep them that way with Trushay 
the grand new idea in lotions! For 
wonderful you ean even use it beforehand... before 
doing those daily soap-and-water chores. 


Prushay is so 


TRUSHAY — THE BEFOREHAND LOTION 
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nh / =THE BEFOREHAND LOTION 








In addition to its “‘beforehand” use, creamy peach- 


A little does a lot! Trushay is so concentrated that 
toned Trushav is erand asa powder base. Use it a lew drops goa long way. So use ituin all the ways 
also as a delicious all-over body rub. It works you've ever used a fine hand lotion 


oe ntle, 
shoulders and throat. 


And use it too, 
soothing magic beforehand ! Get Trushay 


at vour favourite drug or toil t sgods counter. 


- AVAILABLE THROUGHOUT CANADA 


uct of Bristol- Myer Made in Canada 


on rough knees and elbows, this very special new way 
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a Salon-Type 
PRICED WITHIN REACH OF ALL 























A NEW COLD WAVE. PERMANENT 


4 
in 2 to 3 Hours at Home 





Now. give vourself the sensational cuaranteed, easy-to-care-for COL 1) 
W A\ kK PI R NI ANI N1 in the convenience ol vour own home see do 


it at a cost so low it’s amazing! Thanks to the wonderful discovery 


that’s yours in the NEW CHARM-KURL SUPREME COLD Wav: 
Kit. you can easily COLD WAVE vour hair in 2 to 3 hours. Get the 
NEW Charm-Kurl Cold Wave and know the joy of soft. glamorous 


natural-looking, long-lasting curls and waves... by tonight! 


Simple, Easy, Convenient... Perfect Results or Money Back 


Women evervwhere demand permanents the new | old Wave wav and, ne 
wonder. ay entirely new, centh process vou Just put your ur up 


the curlers provided and let the marvelous CHARM-KU REL Supreme Cold 


Waving solution do all the work. Perfect comfort. no heat. no heavy clamps 
no machinery, no ammonia. Yet. given closer to the scalp. your Charm-Kurl 
Cold Wave permanent results in longer lasting, safer. lustrous curls and 


waves that appear natural. elamorous. ravishing. 


Why put up with straight hair that is hard to dress in the latest fashion 


when you can know the joy of a real. honest-to-goodness. genuine Cold Wave 
Permanent, by tonight! Ask for the NEW Charm-Kurl Supreme Cold Ways 
Permanent. the new. easy-to-use home permanent kit today. Test. « ompare 


you must be pleased bevond words or your money back 





’ 


— works ‘‘Like a million’’ on 
children’s soft, fine hair 


/’ SUPREME 


Look for this head on the COLD 
WAVE Home Kit you buy. It is 
your assurance of receiving the 








best—there’s none finer on the 






market, regardless of price. 









Consider This 
Important Fact 
Charm-Kurl Supreme is a sensation 
from coast to coast. More women have 
permanent waved their hair with 


Charm-Kurl than the combined total 


of all other brands. 
COMPLETE HOME KIT 3 h 
NOW Only 


The new Charm-Kurl SUPREME COLD WAVE Kit is for sale at 


Drug Stores, Cosmetic and Variety Counters. Price only $1.35. Get 





Each kit contains a 3- 
ounce bottle of salon- 
type COLD WAVE 
solution, 60 curlers, 
60 end tissues, cot 
ton applicator 
neutralizerand easy 


one today —thrill to new-found glamorous hair beauty by tonight. 
Canadian Address: FRASER HAIR FASHTONS, 22 College St., Toronto, Ont. 
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Neatly sliced bread diamonds in the center of this sup- 
per table, set with Wedgwood's Strawberry Lustre china 


Bread ON THE TABLE 


»..- LHE MEAL IS READY! 





\\ HEN that plate of fine-textured, needed for tissue repair and muscle ' BUY BAKER’S BREAD 


crisp-crusted baker's bread goes on building. ; PS. TR ee 
your table—its the sign that says Make sure there’s a plate of good, naihe dani dln Cieat Real ae 
**meal’s ready we wholesome baker’s bread on your table fio f ean be mace today. His lb thing skill, 
TH i | ie | | < ( | ’ | k ria wer 2 | eer 4] li ‘ ¢ 7 ' his nodern e pment inal methods 
us brea that anadas bakers every meal. Serve it sliced, as toast. ’ us Mogern equip a ACU > 
: ; or ~ fy the fine incredients he uses give yo 
make for you tastes every bit as good cubed in soups, or to stretch-out other . the fine ingredients he uses give you 
: ; < . . > bread that is unequalled in whole- 
ac Ss ‘werv slice a slice shes! oe 
al it look . And every lice i ce . di o ; ; J ss Peay ee ee ae 
energy of the kind that stays with you. Remember—vour meal isn’t ready plenty of baker's bread ¢ lence 2 
It isan Important source of protein, Loo until the bread goes on the table! slices ever meal. 


PREPARED BY THE MAKERS OF FLEISCHMANN’S YEAST AS A CONTRIBUTION TO THE ADVANCEMENT OF NATIONAL HEALTH 
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How Listerine Antiseptic can help 
to head off a Cold or lessen its severity 


HEN you feel a cold coming 
on, it’s likely to be a sign 

that a virus has infected you and 
that millions of germs called the 
“secondary invaders”’ are threaten- 
ing a mass invasion of your tissues 
through throat membranes. 

That’s the time to “baby” your- 
self a bit and get started at once 
with the Listerine Antiseptic gargle 
regularly. Here’s why: 

Kills “Secondary Invaders” 

Listerine Antiseptic reaches way 
back on throat surfaces to kill mil- 
lions of the “secondary invaders’... 
the ugly germs, according to some 
authorities, that cause so much of 
the misery you know so well. 

Often this prompt, delightful pre- 
caution may halt the mass invasion 
of these germs and nip a cold in 
the bud, so to speak. 


MADE IN 


Fewer Colds in Tests 

If your cold has already started, 
the Listerine Antiseptic gargle, 
taken early and often, may help 
reduce the severity of the infection. 

Bear in mind Listerine’s impres- 
sive record made in tests over twelve 
years: Those who gargled with 
Listerine Antiseptic twice a day had 
fewer colds and usually milder colds 
than those who did not gargle... 
and fewer sore throats. 

So, when you feel a cold coming 
on, eat sparingly, keep warm, get 
plenty of rest, and gargle with 
Listerine Antiseptic. It may spare 
you a lot of trouble. 

Ca... (Ce 


anada), 


LAMBERT PHARMACAI Ltd. 





THE SAFE ANTISEPTIC 


FOR ORAL HYGIENE 
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Listen...1 won’t have you picking on my pet dish. What's “Pink Tooth Brush” all about? Thar, 
‘ ‘ Rc Bi Bs Be Mn ace a Ok eM a I 
Why, I'd simply DIE without stew! dear lady, 1s for your dentist to decide. So, if yout 
, ; . : ; tooth brush ““shows pink,”’ heed its warning. Make 
Now don’t get us wrong! Stew is yammy—and nourish- ee: $ §. Nake 
; i. ee ‘ 4 2 2 : ’ for your dentist s—but fast. 
ing. So tender it fairly melts in your mouth. But that’s r aed 
just it. Stew’s soft-cooked, like so many foods you eat. He may tell you your gums have become sensitive 
: . ds? —robbed of vigorous work by modern soft, creamy 
W-e-I-I, what’s wrong with soft foods? foods. She ave encnces “ths belek ecimeladion of 
Oh, nothing. Except that they cheat you on chewing. Ipana and massage,” as dentists so often do. 
And gums need work to keep strong and healthy. 8 
g ed work to keey g | [hat’s because Ipana Tooth Paste not only cleans 
. eeth bh with lassa ve 1 ne r ) > helning 
You mean...I should exercise my gums? tecth but, with massage, does a real job of helping 
; + 66 ny gums, too. So each time you brush your teeth, mas- 
You bet you should. Otherwise, ‘‘pink tooth brush’ may ‘ ee . ‘a : - 
; ; Sage a little extra Ipana onto your gums. yu Il fee ‘ 
warn you of flabby, neglected gums. So, better start mas a ee Ipa ey sums. ace! 
Ora neg : +r. .! a refreshing “‘tang You'll know that circulatio 
saging with Ipana Tooth Paste now. That’s common- 2 OF : 
; eee ect is increasing within the gums, helping them to 
sense care for your gums—and your smile. ' ‘ 
: : firmer soundness 
new 9 . : . . ; 
Gum massage — for my SMILE? A radiant smile pays high in compliments. So 
Yes, ma’am. You see, your smile is only as bright as your help make your smile sparkle enchantingly. Start | 
teeth. And sound, sparkling teeth depend so much on now—with Ipana and massage! ¥ 
healthy gums. So put Ipana and massage to work and - 
i A 
hel; p gums firmer, healthier Z “wae 
11} ep gums firmer, Neaithnier, y. 
Zz ‘ 





Wake up lazy gums with Ipana and Massage! RTA Preis of Br Myo 





Thea’s beauty stemmed, more than anything 
else, from her absolute perfection; yet when 
you looked into her eyes you found a woman 


on guard, watchful, waiting, remembering... 
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All her life Abbie had had that special 
beguiling quality that reaches to the 
heart. Perhaps you might call it simply 
an unquestioning acceptance of life 

















YOR A long time Abbie Burke had had a theory, and it worked 
{ pretty well n the whe le. In essence it ce nsi ted of lining up a a 
lot of commonplac« activities when an unavoidable interim of t & 
pense took hold of your life. You couldn’t exactly ignore your. 
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Thea’s beauty stemmed, more than anything 
else, from her absolute perfection; yet when 
you looked into her eyes you found a woman 
on guard, watchful, waiting, remembering... 


life Abbie had had that special beguiling quality that reaches to the 
heart. Perhaps you might call it simply an unquestioning acceptance 
of life. But it was there nevertheless, whether she was bending over 
a drawing board in an old smock, or wiping cereal from the baby’s 
chin, or like now, in an evening dress with a bright bangle pinned 
carelessly in her shining hair. 

So she sat in front of the lavish convex mirror smoothing powder 
and thinking, “In a minute I’II go back to the big drawing-room, and 
Tom will be standing in front of the fireplace talking to a bunch of 
men, and when I| come in he’ll look up and grin and our eyes will 
meet, and then he’ll go on with his talk. But he’ll be there, and I’Il 
have a beautiful time, and after a while we'll go home together, and 
talk it all over, what everybody said and did...” 

The thought made a kind of refrain, so that it startled her when a 
clear amused voice said quite distinctly, ““Why, Abbie Farnum! 
Imagine finding you here! 
was Thea Draper in college... 


Probably you won’t remember me, but I 


” 


PROBABLY YOU won’t remember me. Abbie’s heart sank; she 
never had been good at recognizing girls from college. Her life had 
been so full what with Tom and the children and her drawing, and 
she had never gone back to reunions or kept up in any way... But 
she turned quickly from the mirror, and because the girl in the lovely 
fox jacket looked like a complete stranger she said a little too 
heartily, ‘Why, of course! How nice!” 

But all the time her mind was thinking over and over, “Thea 
Draper, Thea Draper.’’ And suddenly she recalled that there had 
been a Thea Draper at college who had lived in the same house on 
campus, and even belonged to a good many of the same clubs. So she 
added, even more warmly, “ You were in Lamont House too, weren’t 
you?” 

The girl in the fox jacket smiled forgivingly. “I don’t blame you 
for not remembering me,” she said. “‘It’s been a long time, all told. 
But you look just the same, Abbie. You haven’t changed a bit!” 

Abbie laughed. “‘I don’t know whether that’s a compliment or 
not when I remember the way I used to dash around in pigtails and 
what not.” 

The girl was still smiling, but a curious look passed across her 
face—not resentment, exactly, more a kind of shadow, a look of 
pain. And suddenly Abbie found that she remembered her very well. 
“Of course, Thea Draper!” she repeated inanely. “‘You came from 
the West, didn’t you?” 

“That’s right, I was a transfer sophomore year. And I’m not 
Thea Draper any more, the name’s Thea Blanchard now.” 

“And mine is Abbie Burke, and my husband is just back from the 
wars!’’ And suddenly the happiness welled up again, like a pang, so 
that it was hard to breathe. 

“That certainly calls for a celebration, doesn’t it?’ Thea said. 
She dropped her fox jacket on the bed, and in the sheer black dress 
with its intricate tan ruching at wrists and throat she looked almost 
like a fashion plate 
original way, quite beautiful. Her oval face was evenly tanned, her 


slim and immaculately groomed and, in an 


dark-brown hair was carried up in a smooth shining braid high 
on her graceful head. Somehow she seemed to be all of a piece, 
without a single jarring note, so that her beauty stemmed, more 
than anything else, from her absolute perfection. 

The funny part was that as far as Abbie could remember Thea 
hadn’t been especially beautiful at college. Attractive, of course, but 
rather nondescript on the whole—though friendly and nice and easy 
Abbie said, and there was a lilt in her voice, 
‘Every moment is a celebration nowadays!. That’s one of the un- 
expected things about life. When you don’t need one iota more of 
happiness, it keeps crowding in on you just the same!” 
“You always were slated for that sort 

and her voice sounded .. .dry, lifeless, 
Abbie decided that that 
couldn’t be, because suddenly Thea seemed like the friendliest person 
She said, ** Abbie, let 


me fasten that thing in your hair a different way!” She said, “‘ You 


to get along with. 


Thea smiled agreement. 
of marriage, Abbie,” she said 


embittered, perhaps? 


But right away 
in the world, warm and human and admiring. 


know you always did have the loveliest curls, clinging and wind-blown 
without any effort on your part at all!’ 


Illustrated by 
John Jones. 


After a while the two girls went in together to join the party, 
and it seemed as though they were close at hand for most of the 
evening. At one point in the festivities they had a long chat, sitting 
on the sofa together. Thea said, with a friendly smile, “It isn’t 
entirely chance our meeting, you know. When I discovered Linda 
knew you, I told her I'd love to see you again, after so many years!” 
And a little later she asked about Tom. She said, “‘It seems to me I 
heard he was a lawyer.” 

Abbie shook her head. “‘Not Tom. He’s an electrical engineer.” 
She laughed, because nowadays it was almost hard not to. She said, 
“Tom has reversed all the accepted procedures for returning 
veterans! Instead of being uncertain and ill-adjusted he’s brought 
back twice the vim and vigor he had before. Being in the Army 
seemed to give him a real boost; it even made him want to go into 
business for himself.” 

Thea lit a ciagarette, and her friendly brown eyes were warm 
with interest. “‘That’s really wonderful, Abbie,”’ she said. “] hope 
you're not going to discourage him.” 

“Gracious, no!” Abbie said. “ But I’m afraid there’s not much hope 
of raising the money just now. You see Tom was with the Engineers 
and he’s hit on something he wants to manufacture. 
patent all right, but it'll be quite a 


He’s got his 
Continued on page 40 
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OR A long time Abbie Burke had had a theory, and it worked 

pretty well on the whole. In essence it consisted of lining up a 

lot of commonplace activities when an unavoidable interim of 

suspense took hold of your life. You couldn’t exactly ignore your 

apprehension that way, but you could shove it in the back- 
ground—almost submerge it in a welter of silver to be shined, mittens 
to darn and even a cake or a batch of cookies to be whipped up 
needlessly. 

Right now was one of those times. Tom had gone to see Ralph 
Blanchard. Their whole future was at stake—not only their future 
but Tom’s wonderful new buoyancy, his enthusiasm and eagerness; 
and in her heart Abbie knew that there were limits to the number of 
times a man in his middle thirties could revive that kind of faith. 

All of it hung in the balance now, all of it depended on this inter- 
view with Ralph. So Abbie stood in the middle of the kitchen floor, 
and looked at young Tom, who was greasing his ski boots, and baby 
Eliza who was munching at zwieback in her playpen, and almost 
wished the children wouldn’t choose this particular afternoon to be 
so good, 

She said, “I think we should go through the toy box and pick out 
things to give away.” 

Tommy shook his head. “‘ Not now,” he said, “I’m busy.” 

The kitchen was sunny and silent. It was altogether too peaceful. 
Abbie had a side line to being a wife and mother; she illustrated 
children’s books and stories. It didn’t bring in much money, but it 
was fun. You couldn’t bend over a drawing board, though, when 
your heart was thumping erratically, and your mind was dark with 
an altogether inexplicable foreboding. ‘Molasses cookies, then,” 
she said. “‘ Your favorite kind.” 

Tommy refused to rise to the bait. “Okay, if you feel like it, 
he said, 

Abbie got out the mixing bowl and the cookbook. And she 
decided that it wouldn’t be so bad if there weren’t a kind of mystery 
tied up in this—something you couldn’t quite put your finger on. 
Naturally she would never say, “‘I told you so,” to Tom. But even 
in the beginning she had felt that their relationship with the Blan- 
chards was too precipitant, too much like a fairy story that isn’t 
entirely real. Things just don’t happen that way in real life, she had 


> 


told herself. But this time they had happened, and Tom had ac- 
cepted the whole fantastic arrangement without a second thought... 

Now Abbie tried to think back, to recreate the curious beginning 
hoping that in that way she could discover somehow the source 
of her uneasiness. But all she could remember clearly about the night 
they’d met the Blanchards was her almost incredible happiness, 
because, for the first time in almost two years, she was going to a 
party not as a lone woman, but as a wife with a husband in tow! 
What’s more, Tom’s injuries weren’t going to be permanent, and 
she had him back for good! 

The whole thing had added up so that she had felt almost light- 
| 


] 
Ord 


t 


1 
il 
headed with relief and gratitude. Before they’d left, Tom had 
young Tommy a story about Italy while she put on the amber silk 
dress and pinned a gold doodad tn her hair. Then Tom had helped 
her into her evening jacket with tender solicitude. And that had 
almost made Abbie burst out laughing, because she had been doing 
all these things by herself for so many months! Telling young 
Tommy stories, and afterward dashing into her dress-up clothes and 
out into the night in solitary haste—because it wasn’t supposed to be 
good for an Army wife to sit too much alone. 

Even now she could remember vividly how it had felt having all 
that in the past. They had taken the train to the city to the Parsons’ 
anniversary party. When they arrived the apartment was burnished 
and already crowded, and Abbie had hurried through the hall to 
Linda Parson’s lovely bedroom, to shed the flimsy evening jacket 
and add a touch of powder and lipstick. And maybe she was too 
happy to actually see herself in the mirror that night, but it didn’t 
matter. Because, though the amber dress was three years old and a 
bit out of style, Abbie’s grey eyes held as always a sort of smiling 
repose, and her beautiful mouth was wide and smiling too. All het 
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By Evelyn Kelly, Fashion Editor 


In co-operation with The T. Eaton Co. 


E’S the air-conscious woman of 1946—and 

er capsule wardrobe! 

She’s the girl who plans to make the most 
oh peacetime leisure. . . those precious long 
wéek ends and vacations at any time of the 

year. Hr thoughts are on faraway spots, days away 
in miles, months ahead in seasons, but only a hand- 
ful of hours in flying time! 

She’s kstening to the droning of big transports 
overhead, Winging away beyond the wintry horizons; 
and, answeting the call of a change in climate, she’s 
studying ainschedules, making her decision. There’s 
Victoria by the mild Pacific—2,372 air miles from 
Toronto, but\only 1614 hours away in the upper air! 
London, 3,00@ miles across the Atlantic in 17 hours! 
Nassau, 2,0104miles southward in 11% hours! Or 
could be Bermiida’s coral strand—1,054 miles away, 
but 734 hours by her wrist watch! 

Although hef flight is long, it’s brief, with neither 
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time nor space for a clutter of clothes. She’ll fly in a 
suit that can travel any place in the world and back 
again. She insists on double-duty outfits. . . a top- 
coat, short and colorful, to throw over an evening 
dress on a summer night somewhere, far away from 
winter. She loves three-way suits. . . jacket, skirt, 
and slacks. .. because they’re interchangeable. 

She wants a roomy efficient purse, shaped to 
carry a complete line-up of cosmetics and feminine 
trivia. There’s no time to be wasted searching and 
groping for lipstick or travellers’ cheques! 

Clothes that wilt from travel fatigue have no 
place in this travelling bag. Our air-minded woman 
demands noncrushable, easily packed togs that ar- 
rive fresh as the fair wind, are practical as a hankie 
and new as the DC-3 she’s boarding at the left. 

We give you the aerial-age fashions. . . down-to- 
earth clothes that love to fly from one climate to 
another. 


CYCLING IN’ BER- 
MUDA—and_ wouldn't 
you love this lithe-look- 
ing slack suit? Wonder- 
fully packable, it’s ina 
gorgeous gold wool, 

cut for action and 
vacation comfort, 
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SIGHTSEEING IN VICTORIA, in 
the original suit. Interesting man- 
ipulation of stripes emphasizes the 

wing sleeves and torso line of 

jacket. Stark white in blouse and 

gloves offsets black bag, shoes and 

packable wool Suzy hat. Accessories 
are in silver. eae = 
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TAKING OFF AT MALTON (right) in 
stratospheric colors: grey pin-stripe suit, 
worn with matching back-pleated snood, and 
a bright red wool shortie coat—a double for 
evening wear. All fabrics are hardy travel- 
lers. There’s an alligator grain cosmetic kit 
for trivia; shortie gloves and shoes are navy. 


In LONDON, where they’re dressing up for 
night life, this global dinner dress ot 

fine white rayon jersey is top-flight fashion, 
crease-resisting and a mere wisp to pack. 
Silver accent is stressed in the scroll- 
patterned bodice and in jewellery. 


DOWN NASSAU Wate’ Th triste rong bathing 
suit, in travel-min@P ger” gp orMiant as the southern 
sea! The front is of lime and cordt both bra and shorts 
centre-looped, while the back is a rich chocolate brown. 





. 


Chatelaine, March, 1946 — 11 





A boy opened the door for them. “Hi, Dot—bring 
the milk?” 

“We got lost. Buddy, this is Roger Dorn—will you 
introduce him while I put my wrap upstairs?” 

“Glad to know you, Dorn.” Their hands met in an 
easy, casual shake. The mark of men who knew their 
way around. “‘Where you from?” 

Roger probably answered that—he didn’t remem- 
ber, later. For there was Edith. 

She sat framed in one of those mammoth overstuffed 
chairs they had then. It made her look exquisite and 
very soignée in her slender black. Her hair was dark 
and shining, parted and drawn back to a low knot, as 
few women dared to wear it. One small foot showed 
beneath the hem of her long evening dress—it was a 
patrician foot, high-arched, narrow, in a black satin 
slipper with a Spanish-red heel. 

A man sat on the arm of her chair, his arm along 
the back, his head bent to hers. Something he said 
made her laugh. 

Roger heard her say, “Oh, Ted—you fool. You 
utter fool!” The way she said it was intimate, amused, 
caressing. He knew instinctively that for her to say 





Here’s the story as Roger Dorn was always to remem- 


ber it — the anguished record of a campus love 20 
years ago. It’s as nostalgic as Early Gershwin and 


the Prohibition era — or John Held, Jr... whom 


that to a man was a mark of special privilege. He 
knew, too, that if she ever said it to him in just that 
way, it would be the high point in his life. 

“Break it up—break it up!” The boy who had 
answered the door had Roger by the arm, before 
Edith’s chair. It was crude but effective. Edith 
looked up, studied the newcomer. Her eyes were very 
dark and very clear, and long at the corners. 

“Roger Dorn—future president of the United 
States,” intoned the callow one. “Miss Edith Thomp- 
son, darling of the proms. And this is Ted—her 
current love, soon to get the bounce, we all hope.” 

Edith shook her head slightly, her eyes meeting 
Roger’s in amused understanding. She smiled. Her 
teeth were white and flawlessly even—no, one on the 
side was just a little crooked. 

Roger kept right on looking into her eyes. “ Dance?” 
he said with an ease that amazed him. 

He held out his hand, and she laid her narrow white 
fingers in it, smiling. 

The stage was set, the music was playing—the 
curtain rose. 

It must have been the very intensity of his feeling 
that aroused her interest. For 
he knew he had little else. He 
was just average—not to him- 
self, of course—but in the 
eyes of most people, he knew. 
Average height, average 
breadth, average brown hair, 
grey eyes. Only his mouth was 
a little different—with some- 
thing serious yet sensuous 
about It. 

He said, under his bre ath, 
“You don’t just dance—you 
float. Are you human?” 

Her smile was slow and 
rueful. “‘Too much so, I’m 
afraid,” she said frankly. 

He didn’t even see Dot 
when she came into the room. 
It was Edith who touched his 
arm in reminder, and went 
over with him to say hello. 

Then—‘Dance with Dot, 
Roger,” she said. He nodded, 
meeting her eyes in exquisite 
understanding. It never oc- 
curred to him that her smiling, 
kindly command showed Dot 
the full extent of his willing 
cnslavement. 

Dancing, he said, “ Looks 


Chatelaine coaxed out of retirement to illustrate it like a nice party, Dot.” 


“Lovely,” she agreed, with the bright, blank smile 
of the girl whose evening has crashed into rubble. 
‘“*Edith’s parties are always pretty smooth.” 

He smiled and looked beyond her to where Edith 
was going through some new records. Her fingers 
were very white on the black, shining discs. 

“Is that her kid sister beside her?” he asked Dot, 
as if her thoughts had moved right along with his. 

we Sag 

He nodded, studying the girl beside Edith simply 
because she was Edith’s sister. There was absolutely 
nothing outstanding about Connie. She wore a poppy- 
colored evening dress with some fuzzy stuff around the 
hem—he’d heard the other girls admiring it. There 
wasn’t a trace of resemblance to Edith, except that 
Connie had dark hair and eyes. 

“She’s too young for this crowd,” he remarked. 

“TI know,” Dot said. “She’s five years younger than 
Edith. Edith’s 22.” 

He was faintly surprised. He would have thought 
Edith was a little older. He was relieved that she was 
only his own age. : 

“‘Edith’s wonderful to her—helps her run parties, 
makes most of her clothes. Their mother is a widow 

she’s away alot. She’s a buyer for a big department 
store and she has almost as many men friends as 
Edith.” 

That was something of a shock to him. There 
weren’t many women with grown daughters who 
trailed beaus after them, in those days. But of course, 
being Edith’s mother, she was bound to be an unusual 
woman, 

“Will she be here tonight?” He pictured her, 
vaguely, as a willowy, patrician woman, old but 


beautiful, with a handsome, silver-haired man at her 


elbow. 

“She might,” Dorothy said doubtfully. “She’s 
probably out on a date of her own. She usually stops 
by and just looks things over a minute.” 

“What does Edith do?” 

“Nothing much. Or—yes she does, too.” Dorothy 
frowned in her effort to be fair. “She keeps house for 
her mother and looks after Connie, sort of. Between 
dances and week ends away. Edith is terribly popular.” 

They went on talking about Edith for the rest of the 
He was careful to see that Dot had another 
before he went back to Edith—he wouldn’t 


dance. 
partner 
for the world hurt her feelings. 

With Edith in his arms again, he felt daring, keen, 
capable of simply sweeping her up and running off 
with her. 

“So you have droves of men,” he said smiling, 
watching her face. “And this guy Ted has held the 
for a month, now. Don’t you think it’s 
, Continued on page 18 
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time for a change? ob 
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HERE is a time in every man’s life—a dramatic, 
exciting time, when great things lie ahead and 
you have not yet come face to face with your own 
ordinariness. 

It has nothing to do with whether you are at 
war or at peace or in between—because it is something 
that is played out in your own imagination. You are 
the leading character, moving always to offstage 
music, and your future is the play, moving inevitably 
toward some brilliant climax. 

It is a time of life when emotion runs high. It is the 
time when you meet a girl—the kind of girl every man 
has loved at one time. Loved, and usually lost. 

Perhaps she wasn’t as beautiful, as fascinating as 
she seemed at the time—but she was to you. Perhaps 
you had to decide whether to marry her and be in for a 
lifetime of jealous excitement and uncertainty—or to 
marry the other girl. The quiet one who offered the 
kind of love a man dreams of but seldom lives up to. 

This is the story of Roger Dorn, who happened to be 
passing through that breathless stage some 20 years 
ago, and had to make that choice. 

It was a time when Prom queens went in a froth of 
stardust from college to college all over the country. 
When football and racoon coats occupied every 
thought from registration to Christmas, and tennis 
tournaments and the Australian crawl from June to 
the new term. 

It was really a very democratic time, emotionally. 
Romance hadn’t gone pro—any amateur could feel 
romantic and act romantic without comparison with a 
flood of glamorous personalities. It was a private 
affair too, with your serenading done via the piano or 
ukulele, your dancing to a gramophone. 

You could go to a party with more excitement, then. 
Model agencies and movies had not syphoned off 
every pretty girl and rubber-stamped her. You could 
—and did—meet beautiful girls, heartbreakers, 
scintillating and important, and have a chafice to 
win one. 


By MILDRED P. HALL 


You could hardly hope to meet a girl like Edith, 
today, at a party in the suburbs. 

That was where Roger met her. 

He had gone to the party with Dot Brown. She 
was an only daughter and sublimely unspoiled. 
Perhaps that was the trouble. She was, then, un- 
anything. Just a nice young girl wearing the same 
beige crepe and marcelled shingle as all the other 
girls. 

Roger had known her since his high-school days. She 
was a swect kid, he thought, and he always kindly 
pretended to think she:had chosen him specially for 
her school and sorority parties—and home parties, 
like this one. He knew that, actually, Dot didn’t 
have much choice. She was just a nice kid at a time 
when the men were all after something pretty keen for 
dates, and the choice was wide. 

Roger, now in his senior year, had made a fairly 
good fraternity. From the moment he had learned 
his way about the campus, and especially from the 
day he moved into the frat house, he had realized that 
life was a brilliant and dramatic affair. 

He was taking Dot over to the party in his huge old 
touring car with the crackling side curtains. The party 
was “formal.” That meant the girls wore evening 
dresses and the boys whatever they liked. He could 
see Dot was glad he’d worn his tux. 

There was that moment, first when he stood talking 
with her parents, his overcoat and scarf on, waiting for 
Dot to get her wrap. The Browns were nice, easy to 
talk to, and not doddering or hey-hey modern. They 
tried to hide their adoration of Dot and pretty nearly 
succeeded. 

She came down the stairs. (It was one of those old- 
fashioned brownstones with the high ceilings and the 
dark-shining look of polished woodwork with wall-size 
mirrors set between columns.) She had on a green 








evening wrap embroidered in silver to match her silver 
slippers. 

Her mother made her wear a hat because the car 
was open. “She’s just getting over a cold,” she told 
Roger, “and I don’t want her to miss any more 
school.” 

“Oh, Mother!” Dot was wry and resigned and 
laughing all at once. “I can’t wear a bat!” 

“You can leave it in the car before we go in,” Roger 
told her good-humoredly. “If that'll make you 
happy.” 

They said good night to her parents, and she 
stopped before the mirror in the dimly lighted hallway 
to put on her hat. It was an enormous brown beaver 
affair. She turned to him and said, “Do I look 
hideous?” 

In that hat, almost anyone would have. But in the 
dusky light she was so breathless, so young, with her 
brown eyes glowing, her lips so full and sweet that 
she looked almost beautiful. 

Impulsively, Roger bent and kissed her lightly. 
“You look swell,” he said. 

She must have known, of course, that it is not the 
first kiss of the evening that counts at all—but the 
last. Still, she was sparkling good company all the 
way across town. She sat close to him in the freezing 
car, her legs helplessly wrapped in the robe, so that 
she kept toppling against him. 

They got lost, of course, and were late in arriving. 

“What’s the name of these people again?” he said, 
with one finger on the bell of the rather large, new 
and modern brick. 

“Thompson,” she said. “Edith and Connie 
Connie’s a baby, still in high school.” Dot was in her 
second college year. “Edith always has her at parties, 
though.” 

He nodded. The music came to them from the 
lamplit house, and the sound of laughter and voices. 
There was that instant of tingling anticipation 
anything might happen—and he pressed the bell. 
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your party lines 


If you’re a guest 


Do you cut a quick swath through the strangers 
and form a huddle with the old familiar faces in the 
corner? Too bad. New contacts are the spice of social 
life. 

If there’s a guest of honor, do you take your turn at 
chatting with same? Don’t be discouraged if you see 
him (or her) monopolized by someone else; you can al- 
ways break in tactfully, and the G. of H. will welcome a 
change of face and topic. 

When conversation hits a controversial level, can you 
(a) listen and (b) offer your own opinion reasonably, 
without belligerence? Lots of interesting discussion 
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c ee material gets beaten down never to rise again when one 
Afternoon shoppers at the laces and embroidery counter of the dogmatic voice takes control. It’s easier to win a hear- 
big Rostokino department stores in Moscow. Last year the Soviet ing for yourself by showing willingness to listen to the 
Union opened special department stores for expectant mothers. other side of the question. 


Do you pause and consider before barging into the 
kitchen “‘to help’? Some hostesses appreciate an extra 
pair of hands with the ice cubes or coffee trays; others 
like the party to stay intact in the drawing-room. 
Moral: know your hostess. 

If you have to leave when the party’s just nicely 
under way, do you (a) go round and say separate good- 
bys to everybody or (b) slip away inconspicuously after 
thanking your hostess? She’ll be happier if you take the 
latter course; no hostess wants a good party broken up 
by early farewells. 

But once you’ve said good-by—whatever the time 
of day, night or morning—for Pete’s sake, GO! Remem- 
ber the occasions when ,, ou’ve had to stand at the door, 
on the porch, on the driveway, speeding the guest that 
didn’t want to part. On this matter of snappy leave- 
takings there ought to be a law! 


If you’re guest of honor 


Do you cling like ivy to your hostess? Of course not, 
because this is your chance to meet your friend’s friends. 
Don’t let their conversational advances batter against a 
loud silence. Keep yourself in circulation. 





Sovfoto > ° ° 
Remember to take your hostess’ cue about going in 
Breakfast scene in the home of a family named Koshelev. The for refreshments; the other guests will follow suit. 
father is a forge-hand. Every member of the group has a job They’d appreciate it too if you’d make the first move 


to do — at school or factory or as housewife going marketing. toward saying good-by. 


If you’re hostess 


Can you strike a happy medium between too-obvi- 
ously organized conversation groups and guests allowed 
to drift lonely as a cloud? When you throw out a lead, 
be sure it is a help and not an obstacle. A man can get 
awfully tongue-tied when he finds himself meeting 
““Mrs. Smith, the world’s leading authority on 
geraniums.” 

Do you guard against those loud asides to the host: 
““Go over and talk to Miss K. She’s all alone by the 
fireplace!’ If Miss K. has overheard the command, 
there’s just no use going, chum. 

And that harassed hostess look—park it in the pantry 
before the first guest arrives. It’s nice to put on a per- 
fect party, certainly, and every good hostess tries to 
have it that way, without any of the machinery show- 
ing. But nobody enjoys perfection of arrangement at 
the expense of a happy relaxed atmosphere. So, if the 
ice cream doesn’t arrive, or some cups have to be washed 
between shifts, or a gentleman inadvertently knocks 
over the piecrust table with the vase of flowers, make 
light of it. These things happe n at the very best parties 
—and sometimes they even contribute to them! 





Press Photoagency 


Some bright faces in Grade One of a Moscow school. Soviet 
schoolchildren have examinations, and they're admittedly stiff. 
The Rules for Students (of all ages) require good behavior. 
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Meet Mr. & Mrs. lanovich 


Seeaea 2% 


BY RAYMOND ARTHUR DAVIES 


In some ways their life parallels ours; in others it is vastly different. 


A Canadian authority on Russia, recently returned, reports on our 


new world neighbors, the common people of the Soviet Union, and 


gives us a close-up picture of their clubs, schools and daily life 


HOUSANDS of tons of paper have been 

covered with writings about the Soviet 

Union. Enough words have been written on 

the subject to cover our continent knee deep. 

And yet astonishingly, most people abroad 

know very little about the actual life of the 

Russians. Possibly that is because whenever 

the subject of Russia is mentioned, the angle 

of the discussion becomes political. The life of Ivan 

Ivanovich becomes lost in the furore of debate. It 

might be added here that Ivan Ivanovich’s concept of 
our life is just about on the same level. 

Comrade Ivan’s and Comrade Mrs. Ivan’s life is 

interesting indeed. It is and yet is not like ours. It 

has parallels to our life, but more often than not the 


lines meet much closer than infinity. Sometimes what 
seems to be the same is not, or is so only superficially. 

Take for example lodges, clubs, societies. Do the 
Russians have Rotary Clubs for Ivan Ivanoviches? 
Have they a Russian club to approximate our Cana- 
dian Clubs? Does Mrs. Ivan Ivanovich join women’s 
clubs? 

Strangely enough, in this respect Russia isa bit like 
Canada. The Russians (and the Uzbeks, Tartars, 
Kazakhs, Ukrainians) are the most club-conscious 
people in the world. In fact it is a rare Russian who 
does not belong to a club. But what kind of a club? 

Last autumn I visited the Stalin Auto Plant Palace 
of Culture in Moscow’s suburbs. This is a tremendous 
institution covering a goodly city block. In the main 








Some of the freshman year 
crowd at the First Moscow 
State University. One of 
the buildings is seen at lett. 


ballroom when I entered, a famous ballet-master 
of the Bolshoi Theatre was leading a group of some 
200 factory workers—both men and women—in the 
pas of the classical ballet. They had come there 
directly after work. 

In the library, a branch of the State Library, with 
more than 30,000 books on its shely es, quiet reigned, 
More than a hundred readers were engrossed in 
studies. Sounds of singing came from behind closed 
doors in a nearby hallway. Behind each door a factory 
worker, engineer, or even a member of the manage- 
ment staff, was taking his singing lessons. 

In another wing the motion picture theatre was 
showing “Charley’s Aunt” and the gale of laughter 
could be heard even outside the Palace. 

The second wing was silent. It closes at eight. This 
is the children’s wing in which every conceivable kind 
of activity of interest to children is carried on. Pos- 
sibly this is the most interesting section. Here 
children come after school hours to spend their time at 
carpentry, dancing, music, sculpture and_ other 
creative activities. All this is free of charge to them 


and their parents. The factory and the union pay for 
the club as a whole, and for children’s work as part of 
the club’s program. No expense seems to be spared. 
Continued on page 39 


When gifted children 
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OMEBODY opened the bedroom door, then 
closed it again quickly. Camilla’s eyes were 
shut but she moved her mouth from John’s and 
said. 

**Who was that?” 

John had not relaxed his tight hold on her. She had 
only been able to move her head. He said, “I don’t 
know and | don’t care. Kiss me again.” 

Camilla did this, a long, deep kiss, then said, “1 
suppose you must go. And I must get dressed.” She 
smiled shakily. “‘Whoever came in must have got an 
eyeful then.” She was still in her thin nightgown, but 
John was dressed in his uniform. 

He sighed. ‘Yes, 1 must go.” He glanced at his 
wrist watch. “‘Holy smoke!” he exclaimed and some- 
thing beautiful and boyish about him clutched at 
Camilla’s heart and she took his wrist, covering up 
the watch face, holding him 

“It gets worse every time. All these partings we’ve 
had. One ought to get used to them. But this is quite 
the worst. My hands won't let go of you.” 

“I know. It ought to be better, though, now that 
we don’t have to worry about one another.” His eyes 
encouraged her to take this bright view. 

“Yes. That awful part is over. I know you’re not in 
danger now and that you'll come back to me. It’s 
just .. .” she knitted her white brows. “Just plain 
missing you, now. I hate it. I can’t help it. And it 
doesn’t seem worth being noble and brave about .. . 
like the other.” 

John looked past her, through the wide windows. 
“Yes,” he said, ““sometimes I think it would be easier 


“ 


if there were still danger.” 

She broke in, “Don’t talk like that!” and he grinned 
at her. 

“] just meant that the hubble-bubble of battle 
takes your mind off your love life.” 

“Well, you have plenty of work to occupy you. 
You’re always saying you are hopelessly overworked, 
that you’re just one man, cleaning up Europe all by 
yourself.” She paused, then said in an odd voice, 
“You can be grateful for having so much to do.” 

He missed the implication of her tone. “Yes. I’ve 
work enough, and it’s time I was getting back and 
hanging out my little sign, ‘No Danger. Man at 
Work.’ ” He said, “I wish I’d been content to stay 
one of the more brutal soldiery. Heaven knows when 
I'll get my release now.” But at the time the transfer 
to UNRRA had seemed a good idea. He had a sound 


“The husband—is he around? I think 
I could meet him now without socking 
him on the jaw, and I’m sure he has 
no call to sock me!” He grinned. 


Jl 


Peace, it’s wonderful — that is if it doesn’t 
smother you with an ineffectual routine, 
drug you with wealth and idleness, stunt 


young energies. 


Consider Camilla, the 


beautiful English girl, who now had every- 


thing but an essential occupation @ ®@ 


BY VELIA ERCOLE 


Illustrated by Jack Keay. 


knowledge of French, German and Flemish, because 
the Darrant works had traded extensively with the 
Low Countries, and as part of his training for the 
place he would one day take in the family business, his 
father had sent him to school for some years in 
Belgium. He had never taken that place. He had 
been at Oxford when war broke out and had joined 
up at once. 

There was the sound of a motor horn from the drive 
below the window. His elder brother Roy was to drop 
him at the railway station, on his way to town. 

“There’s brother Roy,” John said but he did not 
move. The two stood very still regarding one another. 

“Don’t keep him waiting.” 

“He understands. He’s a good sort, old Roy. You 
like him, don’t you?” 

“Very much. He’s been everything he should have 
been to me.” 

“‘He gets a bit pompous at times.” 

“*He has every right to be pompous. He has done a 
good job.” 

“He has. And he’s got a bigger one ahead. I used 
to feel sorry for him sometimes. Now I...” he 
stopped. 

“Why were you sorry for him?” 

Camilla was stroking his wrist, drawing peace into 
her body through her finger tips. 

“Well . . . the poor bloke, stuck here at the works 
—it seemed tame. But now he is the top man there, 
and his is the hectic adventure. Father is taking a 
back seat. It is Roy really who has made all the 
switch-over plans. While I’m not even there. And 
when I get back I’Il be absolutely mere.” 

“You'll have a lot to learn. But you won’t be 
negligible. You could never be that.” 

John laughed at her. But he was pleased. He said, 
“That’s my clinging vine. You’ve learned Lesson 
No. 1. How to make your man feel a Big Shot while 
he’s on the bottom rung.” 

The horn sounded again and the two moved 
together as by magnetic compulsion. 

John said in a shaken whisper, “Good-by, my 
darling. Be a very good, happy girl until I come 
back.” 

“TIL be good.” 

“And happy?” 

“T have absolutely nothing to complain of,” Camilla 
said, too much occupied in keeping her glance cheerful 
to know much about what she was saying. 

“You have not, my love . . . except my absence. 
I expect and hope you will complain about that. But 
it won’t be long. Six months or so, and perhaps a leave 
in between. And now there are cars, you'll enjoy life. 
I know it has been a bit dull with the family, but 
people will begin to pop up now . . .” 

“Darling, I said I had no complaints.” But perhaps 
when you were as close to another person as she was 


to John your thoughts revealed themselves in your 
mute mouth, and pricked like thorns from the ends of 
your caressing fingers. He said more urgently: 

“Very soon now ... and then I’Il idle you with 
comforts, and buy you Bond Street. You won’t have 
to worry about things . . . we'll be free, living here 
with the parents. I'll give you the world, sweet, and 
we'll have fun. You'll wake up from these years of toil 
and sweat and tears.” 

“Uh huh,” she said. The war years had been spent 
in an aircraft factory. Her eyes were closed and behind 
her eyelids she saw a sudden blur of machines and 
her own bent figure; she heard the deafening roar of 
the vast shed. ‘“‘We’ll sleep and dream that life is 
beauty,” she said. “Sure we'll have fun.” 

“That’s it,” John said, watching her. “‘We’re among 
the lucky ones.” 

The horn sounded once more, a loud, impatient 
blast. “I really must go. I have to say good-by to 
the parents yet. Darling, it’s been a lovely leave.” 

Camilla opened her eyes as his arms let her go. 
“Yes,” she said unsteadily. ‘“‘ You must go now. Give 
my love to Holland, my very dear love, and sympathy, 
and if you find a tulip, pick it and wear it in your 
buttonhole from me.” 

“It’s a pretty thought. That should brighten up 
my uniform no end,” John said and she smiled, but 
their difficult breathing began to get in the way of 
their brightness. Camilla said: 

“Shall I slip on a dressing gown and come down 
with you?” : 

“No. I'd rather remember you like this.” He 
grinned mischievously, fingering the chiffon of her 
nightgown. “My pin-up girl.” 

He smacked her lightly, his mouth quivered, then 
he turned and went out of the room. 


AFTER SHE had dressed and made her bed and 
tidied her room Camilla went to stand at the bedroom 
window. From there the view was wide and lovely. 
Steps led down from the terrace to a lawn and on the 
lawn was a single great tree growing from a mound 
starred with flowers. Beyond the lawn, gardens sloped 
down to a stream and across the stream was park land 
rising gradually to hills whic’ peaked in clear outline 
to the soft morning sky. Camilla used this loveliness 
deliberately, like a healing balm. On first coming to 
live with her mother-in-law after she had been 
incapacitated by an accident in the factory, she had 
had a more thoughtless delight in the beauty around 
her. It was just part of the luxury of her new life. But 
now it had become one of the things to hang on to. 
She was much more aware of it. She would say to 
herself as she did now 

“Well, this is a great deal. Most girls wouldn’t ask 
anything more than to live happily ever after, in a 


place like this.” + Continued on page 24 
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With soup so grand, 
: Why hesitate ? 
slowly simmered to give a stock that Go right ahead, 


Plate-tipping is highly personal—some 
And tip your plate! 


tip plates toward themselves— others fairly glistens with chicken richness. 
& away. Etiquette experts used to say, The egg noodles, too, are the hearty, 
old-fashioned kind. And there are tender 





“Don’t tip your plate at all’, but we’ve 
an idea that was before they tasted pieces of chicken for every plate. 
Campbell’s Chicken Noodle Soup. For 


: bi Yes—you’ll say it’s your kind of 
here is a soup so deep-down delicious, 7 ; 


chicken noodle soup. And with food 
still far from plentiful, even strict 
your 


you won’t want to miss a single drop. 
Look for the 


aa s ; ; 5 Red-and-White Label 

That’s because there’s plenty of etiquette permits you to tip or a 
I : q I ; 

plate! So tip with a will, and enjoy 


chicken in this chicken noodle soup. 
the full, rich taste of chicken from the 


It’s made the lavish, old-fashioned way 


—from fine, plump-breasted chickens first to the last glistening spoonful. 


Combdetde., CHICKEN NOODLE SOUP 


Made by Campbell’s in Canada 
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Above: Toboggans take the place 
Hornepayne 


of taxis at 


J . Mother 
and baby bundle up for trip home. 


S THE train slowly rounded the bend 
I could see, high up on a hillside, a 
Red Cross sign painted on a building 
and lighted by an arc lamp. 

I was on my way to visit an outpost 
hospital; to see how it worked; to see 
how medical and nursing care are 
brought to people living in isolated 
settlements of our Dominion. 

A cutting wind straight out of James 
Bay stung my face as I| stepped off the 
train. Snowbanks were piled high 
around the shacks on the north side 
of the track and around the few more 
substantial houses on the south side. 
Men in mackinaws 
old beards - 


some with months 
were standing around 
watching the train come and go. There 
was no sign of transportation, other 
than rough homemade sleighs drawn by 
shaggy horses. As I looked about uncer- 
tainly, a girl wearing a nurse’s cape came 
hurrying up the platform. She greeted 
me with a smile and a warm handshake. 
“We've been expecting you; heard from 
Headquarters that you were coming. 
We've arranged for you to stay right in 
the hospital—it’s about a quarter of a 
mile up the road.” 

We started off at a brisk pace. She 
put a restraining hand on my arm. 
“Better slow up. It’s a Jot colder than 
you think and you have to give your 
breath time to warm before it hits your 
lungs.” She shook her head ruefully. 
‘I’m a greenhorn myse!f—I’ve only 
been here a few months, and last week 
when it was 50 below I hurried up the 
hill. When I arrived at the hospital it 


was just as though I had a bad case of 


asthma. 
wi ” 
lesson! 


It certainly taught me a 








An eye-witness account of life in an 
outpost hospital serving the needs of a 
small community in our north country 


by Adele Saunders 


So we struck a more leisurely gait as 
we went past the unpainted wooden 
hotel, where jovial shouts rang out 
from the open door of the beverag« 
room; past the run-down Chinese res- 
taurant next door, and up to the hospital 
itself, a frame 
covered with imitation red brick siding. 


two-story building 
Fir trees stood like sentinels on either 
side of the entrance. 

Inside, the place seemed familiar. | 
realized it was a miniature edition of a 
modern city hospital, from the spot- 
lessly clean reception hall, the whit 
metal chairs and information desk piled 
high with files and report books, to the 
all-pervading smell of antiseptics. The 
assistant nurse in a crisp white uniform 
was conducting an out-patients’ clinic 
at that moment injecting penicillin into 
the arm of a child while other youngsters 
were being unwrapped from layers of 
blankets by their anxious parents. 

““We’ve had quite an epidemic of flu 
and pneumonia since Christmas,” the 
nurse explained. She called each child 
by name and enquired about its special 
troubles. 


UNTIL A short time ago this hospital 
staff consisted of one nurse and a district 
doctor, to look after the needs of mor 
than 2,000 people, sparsely scattered 
over an area of 125 miles. The doctor, 


who lives in the village, sees his patients 

at his home office and sends them to the 

hospital for treatment. When he is away 

on an emergency call, the nurse takes 
# Continued on page 58 
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Spicy Applesauce Cake — made with MAGIC 


Only \% cup of sugar in Magic’s sumptuous Applesauce 
Cake—but what a wealth of luscious, spicy, melty-rich 
flavor! Magic Baking Powder makes all cakes taste bet- 
ter, be better because its full leavening power assures 
finer texture and more delicious flavor. Get Magic today! 


APPLESAUCE CAKE 


14 c. melted shortening \4 tsp. salt 

6 c. sugar 6 tsp. ground ginger 
6 c. light corn syrup 1 tsp. cinnamon 

2 egg yolks, beaten 1 tsp. nutmeg 

1 egg, beaten 6 ths. cold coffee 

2 c. flour 1 c¢. raisins 


2 tsps. Magic Baking Powder 1 c. applesauce 


Mix shortening, sugar and syrup. Beat in yolks and 
egg. Sift dry ingredients; add alternately to first mix- 
ture with coffee, beating after each addition. Add rai- 
sins. Bake in 2 greased 8-inch pans at 350°F. 20-30 
minutes. Before serving, fill and top layers with apple 
sauce; sprinkle with nutmeg. Serve with whipped 
cream, if desired. 


MADE IN CANADA 
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HERE'S only one Philadelphia 

Brand Cream Cheese: the brand 
that’s marked with that famous name 
and guaranteed fresh by Kraft, the 
world’s largest cheese-makers. 


A spic-and-span Canadian plant 
makes this most famous cream cheese 
fresh daily—and hurries it to stores 
where smart homemakers buy it 
fast! This explains why Kraft can 
make this important guarantee of 
freshness. 


Philadelphia Brand is the cream 
cheese that always has a fresh 
delicate flavor because it’s guaran- 
teed fresh. Try some of the famous 
Philadelphia Brand . . . on the 


The World's Favorite Cheeses are 
made by the Men and Women of 


Copr. 1946 
Kraft Cheese 
Limited 





breakfast toast... in sandwiches or 


a salad ... in the speedy, delicious 
dessert pictured here. Taste that 
exquisitely fresh, delicate flavor. 


Always be sure that you see the 
brand name “Philadelphia” when 
you get cream cheese; that’s the 
way to be certain of fresh, rich 
cream cheese goodness every time! 
Remember . . . genuine Philadelphia 
Brand Cream Cheese comes only in 
packages plainly marked with the 
brand name. 


Kraft t 


Somebody Loves Me 


Continued from page 11 


“Possibly.” Her lifted brows en- 
chanted him. “I don’t like to keep at 
anything too long.” 

“Meaning Ted,” he said conclusively. 

“Do be careful,” she murmured, 
laughing. “‘He’s looking straight at us. 
After all, he came all the way from 
Detroit...” 

He was to hear that many times—it 
was so often the excuse for broken dates, 
forgotten promises—‘But Roger, he 
came all the way from Montreal.” Or 
Queen’s or Cornell. And Roger would 
feel stripped of importance. 

“Besides,” she added now, “he’s 
sweet and | don’t want to hurt his 
feelings.”” He was to hear that often, 
too, and know, to his angry puzzlement, 
that she really meant it. 

She didn’t like to hurt people. She 
would really feel quite badly for a while 
when she simply had to pry loose some 
overpossessive worshipper. She would 
always do it so gently that when the next 
prom came up, he was bound to remem- 
ber the gentleness and send her a bid, 
sure that she hadn’t meant it. 

A faint, faint suspicion of what was 
to come stirred in Roger after he had 
kissed her for the first time. Everyone 
had retired to the kitchen by that time 

all the parties wound up in kitchens 
then, you remember—and except for an 
absorbed couple or two fairly well out of 
sight on the stairs, they were alone, with 
the music blue and sweet filling the 
room softly. 


Somebody loves me—I wonder who 


She was in the big chair—where he’d 
first seen her. He was seated on the arm, 
his head bent to hers. 

They had smoked in silence for a 
while, a waiting silence in which his eyes 
never left her face. Finally he reached 
over, took her cigarette from her and 
put it out, with his own. 

She turned her head up to his, not 
smiling, but with a look of languor and 
curious expectancy in her eyes. Her 
mouth was warm and quite passive, at 
first. Then, as if some force were gather- 
ing between them, they kissed deeply, 
crushingly. 

It made him weak. He had to light 
another cigarette before he could speak. 
“Still worried about Ted?” he asked. 

“Oh, Roger,” she said with a breath 
of intimate laughter on the lips so close 


to his—“‘you fool. You utter fool.” 


HE DIDN’T even remember taking Dot 
home. He had a vague recollection of a 
silent ride—an abstracted good night. He 
didn’t kiss her good night, although it 
was practically an insult to a girl, then, 
if you didn’t kiss her at the end of a 
party. He was too honest for that, and 
he liked her too much. 

She gave him her hand, smiled 
brightly and fixedly, then went in the 
house, and the big door closed behind 
her. He went back to the car, still in his 
trance, without an idea in the world that 
against that closed door, in the dark, a 
girl fought desperate tears before her 
mother’s soft query from upstairs could 
be answered with a light, “Swell, 
mother. It was quite a party. I’m really 
dead. I mean—] really am.” 

In fact, there wasn’t a blessed thing 
Roger remembered about the whole 
night except Edith. Her voice, her 


hands, the way she looked dancing, in 
that dress with the enormous bow low on 
the hip, her body as slender as a reed in 
the wind. That kiss— 

He called her up the next night. No, 
she couldn’t see him. She’d love to 
but she couldn’t—not tonight. 

“‘If you have another date—say so,” 
he said sweepingly. “Otherwise, I’m 
coming over.” 

““No,” she said, amused. “I haven't 
any other date.” 

That was the night he met Edith’s 
mother. She was something of a shock. 
She was a plump, short woman with an 
assured manner, black hair, flashing 
black eyes and a beautiful smile. A bald 
man with a large diamond ring on one 
finger was visiting her. 

Edith introduced him. “Roger, this 
is Mr. Shumlin.” She was as pleasant 
and unconcerned as if Shumlin had been 
altogether presentable. 

Connie had been doing her homework 
when Roger came—with Edith helping 
her. But when Mrs. Thompson’s bald 
friend with his protruding vest, his 
protruding eyes and his diamond ring 
arrived and settled himself comfortably 
in the living room—right in that big 
overstuffed chair where so much had 
happened the night before—little Connie 
abruptly gathered up her things. 

“I’m going upstairs to my room where 
I can work,” she said shortly. 


She gave Mr. Shumlin one glance of 


eloquent and uncompromising hostility 
before she turned to leave the room. 

“*Connie, dear Her mother called 
after her in a voice quiet, but steely. 
“Haven’t you forgotten to say good 
night to me—and to Victor?” 

Connie hesitated defiance in every line. 

Edith burst out laughing. “Connie 

you little thundercloud. At least say 
good night to us.” 

Connie’s underlip quivered. ‘“‘Good 
night,” she said almost inaudibly, and 
fled up the stairs. 

Roger took Edith out, a little later. 
She spoke briefly and without em- 
barrassment of what had happened. 

“Connie simply can’t bear the idea 
of mother’s having a man around. She 
adored our father so—he’s been dead 
nearly eight years, though, and mother 
isn’t ready for a rocker and shawl.” 

Roger was vaguely uneasy in his 
mind. Remembering Mr. Shumlin, he 
didn’t blame Connie in the least. 

““And how do you feel about it?” he 
asked Edith. 


**1? I don’t feel one way or the other. 


Mother has had better-looking escorts, 
Vil admit. Still 
certain ways.” 


Shumlin’s all right in 


Roger took one hand off the wheel to 
cover her slender gloved fingers. He 
He knew that for all her 
poise, it must hurt her. He loved her in 


understood. 


a deep rush of tenderness, for this 
painful note in her family life, and for 
the gallant way she carried it off. 

She freed her hand gently, touched 
the collar of her deep-piled black dol- 
man. It was a beautiful coat with bell 
cuffs and a high collar of fine squirrel. 
The delicate silver fur was lovely against 
her white skin and dark hair and rose- 
red lips. 

“Mr. Shumlin gave me this coat,” she 
said, stroking the fur. 

It was a jolt, but Roger knew it 
couldn’t be as bad as it sounded. Edith 
could have anything she wanted from 
any man—yet he knew even in this short 
time that there was nothing of the gold 
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Why Frigidaire 
ts the Worlds 
Favorite Retrigerator 


7 Million Frigidaires built and sold! Keep 
this fact in mind when you choose your 
next refrigerator. Remember that back of 
every one of the great refrigeration prin- 
ciples pioneered by Frigidaire. . . back of 
every exclusive Frigidaire convenience ... 
back of every exciting new Frigidaire fea- 
ture stands Frigidaire’s proved dependa- 
bility ...a record for lasting satisfaction 
that has been established in millions of 


kitchens! 


See the Favorite... See Frigidaire 


REFRIGERATING 
Veena PGS Reon’ 
EVER BUILT 


UNM tal 
COST TO THE 
BONE 





Only Frigidaire has the Meter-Miser—the simplest refrigerating mech- 
anism ever built. Produces loads of cold, yet uses less current than a light 
bulb! Quiet, sealed, self-oiling. Protected against service expense by 5-year Pro- 
tection Plan. Remember, it’s the mechanism that really counts in a refrigerator! 
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Frigidaire with the Meter-Miser brings 
you modern frozen food storage, with a big, 
separately insulated Super-Freezer Chest. 
Unique temperature and humidity controls 
that safeguard precious vitamins, let you 
store foods uncovered. Famous Frigidaire 
Quickube Trays for trigger-quick ice ser- 
vice. A beautifully styled one-piece, all- 
steel cabinet, with handsome fittings, easy- 
to-clean surfaces, adjustable shelves—and 


lots of room for everything! 


FRIGIDAIRE 


made only by 


Get this FREE 36-PAGE 
BOOKLET from your 
FRIGIDAIRE DEALER! 


See the new models now on display at 





GENERAL MOTORS 


REFRIGERATORS * RANGES * HOME FREEZERS 
BEVERAGE, MILK AND WATER COOLERS 
COMMERCIAL REFRIGERATION ¢ AIR CONDITIONERS 


your Frigidaire dealer’s—learn of others 
Fer aif reliliiiace tiers. Velushle to come. A simple demonstration will 
tips on care and use. Find dealer’s 
name in your Classified Telephone 
Directory or write Frigidaire Prod- 
ucts of Canada, Limited, Dept. C1, 
Leaside 12, Ontario, 


prove to you all that the Frigidaire 
name means in outstanding quality, 
dependable performance, unexcelled 
value. 
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Tune in The Breakfast Club every morning. See your local paper for times and stations, 


digger about her. She wore no fraternity 
pins—little jewellery, and she seemed 
quite indifferent about going to expen- 
sive places. 

She glanced at him, smiling in the 
darkness of the car. “‘He gave Connie 
one, too, but the little idiot won’t wear 
it.”” There were love and exasperation in 
her voice. “Roger—” she added on a 
note of surprise—‘ you have the oddest 
look on your face. Whatever is the 
matter?” 

“Nothing—” He meant to speak 
reasonably, and instead, he said with a 
clumsy querulousness, “I just hate to 
think of any man giving you anything. 
Except me.” 

“Roger, darling—you fool,’”’ she mur- 
mured, amused and tender. “‘ You utter 
fool.” 

The car abruptly slid to a stop in the 
shadows of a dark street. He turned to 
her almost blindly. “Oh, Edith 
Edith! You don’t know what you mean 
tome. I’ve known you forever 

Afterward, they went to a movie, 
then drove the length of the parkway 
and back, then downtown again, for 
pancakes and coffee. It was the way 
every casual date went, then. 

Only it wasn’t really casual—not to 
Roger, anyway. It was as dramatic as if 
he had escorted her to the glittering 
tables of Monte Carlo or the Opera 
Comique de Paris, or the most famous 
café in all Vienna. 

He made a date with her for the week 
end. They were to go dancing in Tony’s 
Grill—and they did. Only Roger found 
himself dancing with her just once in the 
whole evening. 

They ran into a big table full of people 
she knew—the men equipped with 
flasks which tipped above glasses at 
intervals. 

He watched her dance by several 
times—and at first he didn’t realize just 
what it meant. She would always accept 
any man’s request for a dance—always. 
Then she would go off, making a wry 
little mouth at Roger, over the other 
man’s shoulder, waggling her fingers at 
him when they passed on the dance floor 

as if she really wanted to reach out to 
him. 

Gradually, he grew angry. His face 
tightened, set. No matter how many 
times he asked her to dance—it seemed 
one of the other laughing hyenas at the 
big table had asked her first. 

The angrier he grew, the more she 
seemed to flit out of his reach, her eyes 
dancing and amused behind their mock 
regret. 

He tried, once, to make her jealous. 
He kept dancing with another girl, a 
pretty blonde. When he came back from 
the third dance with her, Edith had 
vanished. 

It was a good half hour before she 
came back, her arm cradled in the grip 
of a middle-aged man with a self-satis- 
fied look on his heavy features. 

Roger saw red. 

Edith only laughed and told him, 
“Why, Roger—we couldn’t have been 
gone that long! At least’? —her glance 
was all innocence—‘it didn’t seem that 
long.” 

He stood up, then, white-faced. “I’m 
leaving,” he said. “ We’re leaving.” 

Edith’s shoulders lifted slightly. It 
was part of her charmed luck in this 
game that the orchestra chose that 
moment to play Somebody Loves Me. 

“One more dance,” she coaxed. “‘ This 
is ours—remember?” 





He remembered. Of course she was 
able to talk him out of his rage. It was 
such a blessed relief after the hurt to 
have her cheek against his when they 
danced, to have her in his arms again. 
To hear her say, “Roger—you darling 
fool. None of these men mean a thing. 
Not a thing. Roger, don’t be angry. | 
didn’t have the faintest idea,” she added 
blandly, “that it was getting so late and 
we hadn’t had many dances.” 

That hurt, too—that she hadn't 
realized. When every second had been 
dragged out in torture for him. 

Driving home, they were very close. 
Her head tipped back against his 
shoulder. He drove with one hand, 
handling the big old car skilfully. They 
had no need of words. 

“You know,” she said finally, 
thoughtfully, her voice low and dreamy, 
“vou know, Roger—ugly men have the 
strangest fascination for me 

And he was sick with jealousy all over 
again. 

That was the beginning. She played 
the same game with him over and over. 
Sometimes he wondered, in desperation, 
why she kept him coming at all. Yet 
each time she was so genuinely sorry, so 
tender in making up that he would be 
convinced tomorrow would be different. 

He made excuses for her. It was her 
mother’s fault, of course. Edith was 
bound to have odd standards with that 
example before her. If he could just get 
her out of there—if they could marry 
if he had a job, some money 


Sometimes, she told him once, she 
hated herself. She didn’t really know 
why she acted the way she did, when 
she really loved him—really. He knew 
why, at the time—and he had hated 
her, too. Hated her game, her enjoy- 
ment of the furious jealousy she aroused, 
her inability to resist a new conquest, a 
fresh flare of passion, a new source of 
tribute. 

Yet they always came back together; 
the old intimacy would weave itself 
between them, and his blood would race, 
and she would draw his head down to her 
smiling lips. 


IT WAS that party for Connie that 
finished the affair. In February. Edith 
was in charge. Their mother was away 
on one of her business trips in Florida 
at which place, by some odd coincidence, 
Mr. Shumlin was doing business too. 

Roger had quarrelled bitterly with 
Edith only a few weeks before—and had 
gone furiously at his studying to pull up 
his sinking grades. He had gone to sec 
Dot a few times—without ever really 
seeing her. She was a blur—a nice blur 
that listened and, with surprising 
wisdom and tact, asked no questions. 

Then Edith had called him, one grey 
Saturday afternoon. 

“*Roger, darling—” her voice sounded 
tired and pleading—‘do come over and 
help me. I’m up to my ears in fixing 
Connie’s party. She’s having a football 
captain—a Roy something—and it’s her 
life’s chance. The party simply has to 
be perfect. Roger—I need you.” 

He went, on wings. 

Connie was out getting her hair done 
and Edith was rushing through last- 
minute touches on Connie’s party dress, 
the decorations, the food 

She was in jade lounge pyjamas—they 
used to wear silk ones, then, with 
Chinese-looking tunics buttoned high at 
the throat—and she looked slender and 
frail. 
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*“*You’re formal!’ 


angora sweater and a flared skirt, a half- 
eaten apple in one hand and ink stains 
on her fingers. 

“Oh. Roger!” She was aghast. Her 
hand went to her hair. 

““Oh—Dot.” He mimicked her with a 
sudden release of tension. How normal, 
how natural she was. And so openly 
delighted to see him. “Look,” he said, 


“would your mother let you go out with 


an old reprobate?” 

““She’s—they’ve gone to the movies,” 
she said. “Yes, I’d love to. I'll leave a 
Then she glanced at him again. 
she said. Her voice 
dropped. “Oh, Roger—something went 
wrong, didn’t it?” 

She wasn’t angry with him 
so obviously from a stand-up. 
grateful, and a little ashamed. 

He spoke very cheerfully. “No— 
something went right. At last. I'll tell 
you all about it. And’? —he stopped 
smiling, sobered by something young 
and clear in her fresh face and brown 
“‘you’re the only one I’d want to 


note.” 


coming 
He was 


eyes 


«oll ” 


HE HAD a hangover from that affair 
with Edith. It didn’t wear off for quite 
some time, but finally he felt he was in 
the clear. It was Dot who really had 
done it for him. Dot, so honest, so clear- 
minded. The first time he’d tried to kiss 
her, she had shaken her head. 

“Why?’ “Why? Don’t 
you want to? 

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. ‘“‘But— 
later. When it’s really me you want to 


kiss. [Il know,” 


"he whispered. 


she assured him. 

He was impatient. “I know now. I’ve 
known for the past six months. Dot—” 

But she still held him off. “ I'll know,” 
she said again. 

He’d given over, because he knew she 
He had not been really free 
He had wanted 


was right. 
of the other, even then. 
kisses—not just hers alone. 

There came a time when he did want 
hers—and no one else’s would do. The 
odd part of it was that it didn’t come 


about in any very romantic way. 


In fact, they’d had dinner and gone 
to the movies with her mother and 
father. Then the two of them had gone 


for a walk in the soft darkness of the late 
summer evening. 

They walked to where they could look 
out over the river, where it was quiet, 
and yet they 
of the city around them. 
denly had a new idea about the future. 

It was not the exciting, reckless kind 
he’d had before. In a kind of wonder, he 
remembered telling Edith he’d 
quit law and doa get-rich-quic k act. It 
suddenly seemed childish. Building the 
future was a different kind of thing en- 
tirely. A matter of hard work, of study, 
of gradual steady progress. 


could sense the bigness 


Roger sud- 


once 


Law was the 
beginning of a lot of things. Statesman- 


ship, international affairs, politics, the 
bench. 

He and the girl beside him talked 
about it in low voices. The talk was a 
prelude, while the lapping water, the 
fragrant night whispered of other things. 
They both knew, they both turned, 
almost the seme moment. 

This time, 
when he looked into her eyes, the 
sweet, and 


when he raised her face, 
answer 
was on her mouth, warm, 


pressed to his in a sudden, delicious 
little violence. 

with 
wearing his pin, moving 


With Re ger 


It should have ended that way, 
Dorothy 
through days that glowed. 
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finding peace of mind in a love that was 
a deepening pleasure, not a torment. 

He hadn’t even had a twinge when he 
heard that Edith was going with a brute 
of a man he’d known three years before. 
Pug Worden, who could make a whole 
crammed stadium stand and cheer itself 
hoarse. 

Roger could still remember the awe he 
felt when he had first seen Pug headed 
for the field. Like a bull—big, brutal, 
compelling, dangerous, with his enor- 
mous shoulder pads and the ugly helmet. 

He could remember, too, how the awe 
had evaporated when Pug turned up in 
one of his classes. Pug could think only 
with that rigorously trained set of 
muscles. When it came to a matter of 
words or ideas, he was bewildered as an 
ape, with his low forehead puckered 
almost pitifully in an attempt to think. 

Impossible to think of him with 
Edith. Probably appealed to her sense 
of the dramatic—beauty and the beast. 
Roger found it a matter of indifference; 
nothing Edith could do was any concern 
of his any more — until the night 
Dorothy had her party. She was leaving 
for California with her parents, and it 
was their idea to give a farewell party. 
Dorothy had asked Edith—and Roger 
knew why. When she told him, he just 
nodded without speaking. 

“What is it?” she said in a moment. 
“You look so—I don’t know.” 

“*T hate to think of your going away, 
so far, even for a few months. I wish we 
could just get married. Now.” 

“Why? Do you think something 
might happen?” 

“Not to me,” 
you might meet some one,’ 
“Il miss you so much 

She turned her head away, a little 
sharply. “‘I wish sometimes I could 
have been a ball of fire,”’ she said, “‘and 
bowled you over, instead of—this way.” 

“What's wrong with ‘this way’?” he 
demanded. 

““I’m—I may be just a habit,” she 
said. 

He nodded. “And I'll remain an 
addict, if you don’t mind. I'll come early 
and help you with the party.” 

He had been so sure, he kept thinking 
after it was all over—so sure all the old 
sparks were out. And he was even surer 
while he helped Dot before the party. It 
was as different as day from night, from 
that other time—with Edith. 

Dot wasn’t sure of herself, as Edith 
was—nor would she be indifferent and 
laughing if the thing didn’t come off. 
She was frankly excited—color blazing 
hopeful, and just a little 


he said stoutly. “But 


he said. 


in her cheeks 
worried. 

Packing the last of the sandwiches in 
the ice box, she murmured, with a glance 
at the kitchen door, still swinging after 
her mother’s rapid “Mother 
would feel awful if it went flat or any- 
thing. She thinks I’m Dot 
smiled pityingly, with all the pity for her 
mother—‘‘and I’ve 
the idea.” 

He protested. 


passage, 

ss 
popular. 
sort of encouraged 


“But you are popular. 


You've got loads of friends 
““Oh—friends, yes. But I mean 

popular the way Edith is. You know 

with men falling flat on their faces in 


she said, so seriously, with such 


that he 


drov es,” 


wistful admiration burst out 
laughing. 

She laughed too, then, and he 
denly caught her to him and kissed her. 
They looked at each other, and there 
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HOT breakfasts... 


Place plump, golden-good Nabisco Shredded Wheat in a strainer and pour 
boiling water on biscuits. Drain, salt to taste and serve with cream and sugar 
for the easiest, fastest, stick-to-the-ribs breakfast ever set before a man. Not 
only is Nabisco Shredded Wheat hearty and flavor-full—but it’s a natural 
cereal — just wholesome whole wheat — steamed, shredded, baked. 


With HOT spiced milk 


Stir honey and a dash of nutmeg into hot milk and pour over crumbled 
Nabisco Shredded Wheat. Here’s a quick, hot breakfast that’s just as nour- 
ishing as a “cooked” cereal. Remember this is just one of the many ways 
you can serve Nabisco Shredded Wheat, the cereal that’s so versatile it’s a 
whole “cereal shelf” in itself. For the dependable, original Niagara Falls 
product, insist on Nabisco Shredded Wheat. 


The cereal you. can serve a dozen ways 
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Whether you plan a 


party or have iets drop in unexpectedly, CANADA 
DRY is a welcome partner on every occasion. Every- 
body enjoys its delicious flavor. There’s a world of 
taste-tingling refreshment in every golden bubble of 
“the champagne of ginger ales”. It’s invigorating! 
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Roger pitched in and helped, twisting 
bunting in Connie’s school colors all 
around the room, looping it over the 
candle-bulb brackets. They worked in 
comradely silence until long after the 
dusk had closed in. He was amazed at 
her swiftness, her energy. 

“Well—that’s that,” she said, putting 
a last touch to a loosened window drape, 
while Roger steadied the ladder. 

She examined the effect, absently 
lifting her arms to jab a pin in her 
loosened hair. Her make-up had worn 
off, so that ‘as the afternoon light failed, 
the slender outline of her face had as its 
only color the shadowy darkness of her 
eyes. 

He looked at her. “Edith—let’s 
celebrate tonight.” 

“| have a tentative date—” 

“Break it,” he said masterfully. “And 
wear the black dress. Edith—”’ 

He helped her down. She was slender 
and pliant in his arms, and her face was 
close to his own. She put her arms 
around his neck and frankly pressed 
her mouth to his in a kind of sweet 
weariness and languor. 

I’ve missed you. You’re 
‘ Her voice was a 


“ Roger 
sweet—so sweet—’ 
mere breath, 

His arms tightened. How could he 
have stayed away so long? 

“Edith—do you love me?” 

“Of course I love you.” She laid her 
hand against his cheek. “Of course I 
do.” 

“Then marry me,” he said, almost 
without breathing. 

Her eyes widened slightly. “When, 
Roger?”’ she said gently, with a faint 
smile. 

“When I finish college. I’m not going 
to bother going on with the law. I'll 
get a job in a brokerage.”” Suddenly it 
all seemed so inevitable, so simple. “A 
fellow I know down there is making 
$200 a week—just like that. Edith— say 
you'll marry me! Say it now—quickly!” 

The front door slammed. Connie 
rushed in in a wash of crisp, fresh air 
and an aura of beauty parlor soap. 

“Hello, you two—oh!”’ She stopped 
in embarrassment. 

Roger could have killed her. He set 
Edith down. She laughed, went and 
flung an arm around Connie. 

“Come on, duck—I’ve got to make 
you beautiful. Roger” —she spoke over 
her shoulder, almost carelessly —‘‘see 
you around eight. You’ve been a lamb 
to help 

It was late when he got there that 
night. He’d had a flat tire right at the 
bridge and had to change it in the teeth 
of a bitter wind that turned his tuxedo 
collar to ice under his scarf. 

He was in a white heat of impatience 
when he finally rang the bell, at nearly 
nine o’clock. It was, he thought later, 
almost as if he’d known that even such a 
small delay could cost him his chance 
with Edith. 

Connie let him in, wearing the dress 
Edith had made her-—~a lovely thing of 
tulle and sparkle. Music poured from 
the living room. 

“You look like a million, Connie,” he 
said. Startled, he realized that wasn’t 
quite true. She should have looked like a 
million—but something was missing 
from her face. 

“Thank you,” she said lifelessly. She 
reached for his coat, but he shook his 
head. 

“Edith and I are going right out,” 
he said. “‘I’Il just leave it on.” 


She gave him the oddest look, then 
turned without a word. He followed her 
in, feeling quite old in his dark overcoat 
and white scarf, among the bunch of 
high-school kids dancing and shouting 
their crude witticisms and laughing. 

Then he saw Edith. Edith and a boy 

he couldn’t have been 20—sharing the 
piano bench. He was a strikingly 
handsome piece of work, with broad 
shoulders and crisp hair that seemed 
almost visibly to tingle. His head was 
bent over the heavy album of records 
he supported while Edith’s white fingers 
selected the favorites. 

Edith had worn the black dress. Onc 
satin slipper with its delicate scarlet 
heel showed beneath the hem. 

“Roy ” Connie’s voice startled the 
boy and he got to his feet dazedly.‘"] his 
is Roger Dorn.” 

““Glad to know you.” The boy didn’t 
even look at Connie, nor she at him. 


Roger nodded, stood in silence, look- 
ing down at Edith. A slow, smoldering 
wrath was rising In him. 

She raised her glance to him, and it 


was at once helpless, faintly regretful 
and quite unyielding. 

““Roger, do take off your coat and 
stay a while. Roy” her fingers just 
touched his sleeve “watch the rec ras, 
lamb. They’re slipping.” 


t 


The boy sat down again, abruptly, 
like a man reprieved from some awful 
sentence. 


“T have a table reserved at 


La 

Paloma,” Roger said implacably. “‘I’d 
like to get going.” 

“But Roger ” Edith frowned 


slightly. “I want to help Connie get her 
party started.” 

“It seems to be going full blast,” 
Roger said. 

“And besides—’’ Edith smiled sud- 
denly, quite aware that both Roger and 
the stricken Connie took that first 
excuse at Its true worth. “I have a littl 
sore throat. I don’t think I want to go 
out in this snow, Roger. Do stay,” she 
said again, gently. 

He just looked at her. He’d seen her 
walk 10 blocks in silver slippers and 
velvet cloak in the teeth of a raging 
blizzard. 

He straightened, buttoned his coat. 
“Some other time,”’ he said in cold fury. 
“When you’re not so busy with the 
children.” 

The young football player’s jaw went 
rigid, and Edith, momentarily intrigued 
by Roge r’s wrath, looked as il she might 
change her mind. But the new attrac- 
tion was too strong she stayed where 
she was, 

Roger plunged out blindly into the 
cold dark. 

He took a deep breath. He was awake, 
now—free of the enchantment. It took 
this last job of he rs to really show him. 
Playing with that boy that kid. 
Taking Connie’s boy friend and amusing 
herself with that calf-love. 

Then looking at him with that help- 
less, sad look—and silently laughing at 
him, at herself, at the whole situation. 
W hat was she made olf, anyway? 

He piled into the car, left the curb 
with a screech of rubber befor ne 
remembered to let off the emergency 
brake. 

He had to go through the Heights 
and something about the comfortable 
look of it drew him. He turned down a 
side street, up another, and stopped 
in front of Dot’s house. 

She answered his ring wearing an 
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John’s Wife 


Continued from page 15 


She was still standing at the window 
when a knock sounded on the door and 
she called, “Come in.”” It was Hilda, one 
of the elderly servants whom Mrs. 
Darrant had managed to keep with her 
throughout the war. 

Camilla pulled herself back from the 
mental journey she was taking with 
John and said: 

“I’ve more or less done the room, 
Hilda.” 

“There was no need for that, Mrs. 
John.” No, there had been no need. 
Hilda, Cook, old Gordon and Nanny, 
who had rejoined the household a year 
ago to nurse Mr. Darrant through a 
serious illness—they were treasures, all. 
They had taken the depletion of the 
staff as a challenge, and the huge house 
was, if anything, better maintained than 
before the war. Camilla shrugged a slim 
shoulder. 

“I’m sorry I opened your door, Mrs. 
John,” Hilda said. “I thought you’d 
gone down.” 

“‘We didn’t mind, if you didn’t, 
Hilda,” Camilla said, but Hilda did not 
like that kind of remark. She said: 

“‘Nanny was asking for those things 
Mr. John left for mending. Will you 
leave them out for her?” 

Camilla said quickly, “‘But I’m going 
to do it myself. There is no need for 
Nanny to bother. I’ve a pile of stuff 
to go through.” 

“Well . .. [Il tell her that.” Hilda 
with her burden of cleaning materials 
went through into the bathroom, know- 
ing, as Camilla knew, that in the end 
Nanny would do the mending. Mrs. 
Darrant would say, “‘I think, don’t 
you, dear, that we ought to let Nanny 
do it? She is so devoted to John, and 
unless she feels she can be useful to us, 
she won’t stay on. And we don’t want 
to lose her, do we? We all hope we'll 
have a real job for dear Nanny before 
too long.” Oh, the intolerable archness 
of Mrs. Darrant’s beaming glance 

Darn it, | want to feel I’m useful too, 
Camilla thought stormily as she hurried 
down the wide staircase. Six solid 
months of sitting around! I want some- 
thing to do, something real . . 

The mutiny lingered tn the corners of 
her mouth until she reached the bottom 
stair, then they turned up again in 
amused surprise at herself because this 
was the first time her vague discontent 
had been translated into plain words in 
her own mind. 

Just then her mother-in-law came out 
of the morning room and noticed that 
odd, mocking little air, but disregarded 
it. She did not consider Camilla difficult. 
She said brightly: 

“Good morning, darling. You look 
lovely. It’s so different now, isn’t it? 
John went off quite cheerfully and | 
don’t mind it at all now. Just as if he 
were going on a business trip. When you 
compare it it’s nothing.” 

“1 think it’s something,” Camilla said. 

“Of course you miss him. But he’ll 
soon be back to take care of you. He 
was scolding me. You’ve been a naughty 
girl, Camilla. He tells me you’ve moved 
all the furniture round in your room.” 

Camilla had fine skin which flushed 
easily. She said, ““Did it matter? I’m 
sorry. I just thought I’d like it arranged 
differently. John said, when he came, 
that he liked it better this way.” 

“Darling, it isn’t that. I want you to 





have your room exactly as you please. 
But why didn’t you tell me, and I'd have 
had Gordon and Roberts do it? It was 
really rather unnecessary, dear.” 

“My arm is quite all right now,” 
Camilla said, “and I’m very strong. | 
enjoyed heaving the things about.”” She 
had enjoyed it, straining and pushing 
and re-creating her room; staying quiet 
as a mouse when she heard footsteps in 
the corridor because a Darrant wife did 
not, she had learned, move anything 
weightier than a letter from a silver 
salver. 

She said quickly, “It’s such a lovely 
morning, I’m going for a long walk.” 

“Do, dear. But don’t forget we have 
the Fairbairns to lunch and you are 
walking over to have tea with Aunt 
Molly. A full day, but I thought it 
weuld take your mind off John’s 
going.” 

Camilla burst out laughing. She said, 
“Oh, dear, I wish you knew what I 
once considered a full day!” 

Mrs. Darrant laughed too. “Of 
course, Y our factory. You childre n 
have been wonderful. And goodness 
knows, I’ve had my share with com- 
mittees and working parties and those 
dreadful, dreadful evacuees! We all 
had to do what we could. But now we 
must try to get back to normal. We 
owe it to ourselves now en 

“Yes,” Camilla said briefly. “I'll 
be back in time for luncheon.” 

A rustic footbridge spanned the 
stream where it narrowed and on the 
other side was a small, perfect, old 
cottage, under a yew tree. It was a 
gardener’s cottage and Mrs. Simmonds 
and her children had not been moved 
from it when Simmonds went away to 
the war. In front of the cottage the two 
fat babies were squatting on their heels 
stirring some brew in tin cans with 
sticks. They raised solemn eyes at 
Camilla’s greeting, blinked and returned 
to their mysterious, enchanting play. 
Mrs. Simmonds was beating rugs at the 


side of the house. She Was a Dig, 1p! iln- 


| 


faced woman, but this morning there 
were two bright spots of color on her 
cheekbones and her eyes shone. Camilla 
stopped. 

“Well, it won’t be long now. Have 
you heard anything yet?” 


“Only that it will be any day, Mrs. 


John. But it can’t be long. And with 
so much to do... I just don’t know 
whether I’m on my head or mv heels.’’ 

Through the open doorway Camilla 
saw the gieam of highly polished fu 
ture, when the sun struck it. It was like 
a lake of sunshine. She said: 

Don’t work at the house too hard o1 
you'll be too tired out to enjoy the 


home-coming.” 

““No fear of that,” the woman said. 
“Doing something you enjoy never 
makes you tired. The only thing ts, 
time enough to get the house looking 
nice might be too long for the rations 
I’ve saved this hot sn« ll, so | don’t know 
whether I want him to come soon or 
late. I’ve got to give him steak and 
kidney pie. He wrote special from the 
hospital.” 

She laughed and Camilla laughed with 
her. There was something exquisite in 
their laughter, which was caught and 
scattered and made a silvery part of the 
fair morning. The two children listened 
for a moment, then returned to their 
game. 
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’ Camilla said at last. “I 
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right when John comes home. Things 
will get back to normal and there will be 
plenty of people. My mother-in-law 
is going to open up the house in town 
again; down here I’Il be able to hunt 
next winter. I'll love that. And Europe 
won’t always be starving and no fun. 
There'll be Paris again and clothes and 
all the places one has wanted to see.” 

Tim stared at her. “Good Lord,” he 
said after a while, 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Don’t mind me. Go on.” 

But she was suddenly very angry. 
“Oh, I know . . . the way we used to 
talk. The importance of being earnest. 
But I’ve earned my fun. And if I’ve 
had the luck to marry a rich man’s son, 
why shouldn’t I take the kind of life he 
can give me?” 

Tim said gently, “Of course you’ve 
I’m just 
interested in your idea of fun. Is it your 


earned your fun, sweetheart. 


husband’s too?” 

‘“*I suppose so. It would be every- 
body’s after these ghastly years—if they 
were honest enough to admit it. 
Wouldn’t it?” 

“You tell,’’ Tim said. 
the talking.” 

Her anger turned sour inside her. She 


““You’re doing 


was silent, looking at him. 
Tim said, “‘ You really are luckier than 


you think. You met a chap and married, 


him almost overnight, like so many girls, 
and all you know of him is on leaves, 
hotels, and the gilded peaks, with time 
off to love one another, and none of the 
niggling facts of existence to grind the 
edges off your loving. And for you there 
need be no descent, apparently. You 
can devote your life to being . . . your 
husband’s silk-lined mistress. The fact 
that you don’t know each other at all 
will be no impediment to happiness.” 

The color flamed in her cheeks, but he 
laughed at her softly, cruel in his own 
pain, and said: 

“I’m bound to insult you both, 
Camilla, because I’m jealous. Do you 
feel inclined to come out for a drink 
with a jealous and discarded suitor? I 
don’t know what one does in your town. 
I’m at the hotel. Could we have dinner 
and talk? We'll always enjoy talking, 
won’t we?” 

“Yes,” she said, suddenly freed and 
friendly. ‘“‘You’ll always be special, 
Tim. And you'll like John.” 

“Tf you say so,” Tim agreed. 

They drove through the winding 
country lanes. The air smelled sweet 
and the fields were starred with butter- 
cups and daisies. Three miles away, on 
the other side of the town, the air was 
stained by the smoke from the chimneys 
of the Darrant works and a huddle of 
small, unlovely houses was around it, 
but where they drove, the rural peace 
was undisturbed and they talked as they 
had always been able to do, each 
stimulating the other. 

I wonder why I could never love him 
when I liked him so much, Camilla asked 
herself; when I have never met anyone 
I would rather talk to, and do things 
with. John... of course John. But 
all that is to come. He is right. I don’t 
know John yet. Our minds are not 
very well acquainted. I only love him. 
If John had been killed there would 
have been nothing left on earth for 
me. That is love. That is enough . . 

They had a good, gay dinner in a low- 
ceilinged dining room at the hotel, with 
the afternoon sunlight pouring in. They 
drank a bottle of indifferent wine. He 


toasted her happiness. “And to yours,” 
Camilla said. “To the right girl you’ll 
marry soon.” 

“Oh, I might get married one day. I 
think I will,’ Tim said. “I'll have a 
pretty girl, though there may never be 
another as beautiful as you. . And she 
will make me a home, and bear my 
children and wipe their noses and wash 
their clothes, and we'll all walk out on 
Sundays, and I'll work for her and 
cherish her until death do us part. 
Here’s to her!” 

“She will be a lucky woman,” 
Camilla said, with a violence which 
surprised them both first into silence, 
then into laughter. 

It was still light when they drove 
home and when they came to the big 
gates Camilla asked Tim to stop the car. 

“ld rather walk up the drive,” she 
said, and, when he raised surprised 
eyebrows, she explained: 

“I’ve gone back into the past with 
you. Itseems ... I can’t explain, but 
| want an interval before I go back to 
them—Mr. and Mrs. Darrant and 
ROP ce 

‘And your husband.” 

““Perhaps John too. You belong to a 
different life... whatever it is, I’d 
rather say good-by here. Dear Tim.” 
She spoke very softly. 

He was sitting quite still, staring at 
the wheel, but then he lifted his head 
and smiled at her. 

“Okay, I understand. But you didn’t 
mind my turning up? No, of course 
you didn’t. It doesn’t matter enough, 
does it?” He laid his hand flat against 
her warm, curved cheek. His hand was 
shaking but she smiled at him placidly. 

“That was it, wasn’t it? Your blood 
never ran any faster for me, did it? And 
there has to be that. It’s the beginning 
of things. You must have that. Then 
you build on that. Good-by, Camilla, 
and God bless you.” 

“Il be seeing you,” Camilla said. 


SHE WAS violently sick during the 
night and later, lying groggily watching 
the cold moonlight finger the room, she 
wished John were near her, in a way she 
had never quite wished for him before. 
In sickness and health, she muttered. 
The marriage service is comprehensive 
and a real marriage should use all the 
things in it. For richer for poorer, for 
better or worse .. . 

It must have been the wine, because 
she had a digestion like a goat. So she 
blamed the bad claret and, vaguely, 
Tim Fuller. 

She continued to blame the claret next 
day when Mrs. Darrant, tactful for 
once, agreed that it was probably just 
some little stomach upset, suggested a 
rest, and if she did not feel better in a 
day or two, it might be a good idea to 
see Dr. Manners. Camilla got out of 
bed immediately, said she felt fine and 
went for a long walk without the least 
desire to do so. During the following 
week she felt wretched, was disagreeable 
to everyone and downright rude to 
Nanny. She felt afraid, bewildered, 
disgusted by her sickness and she longed 
unbearably for John; then, secretly, she 
went to Dr. Manners to have her 
suspicions confirmed, and the miracle 
of acceptance and assurance happened 
some time during that day. 

After she had written a long letter to 
John, she told Mrs. Darrant the news, 
and the fact that Mrs. Darrant had, of 


# Continued on page 51 
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MY/!-THIS SMOOTH DEE-LISHUS 
CREAM OF WHEAT GOES DOWN 
EASY /’-AN’ (T’S JEST POPPIN’ 
WIF FOOD-ENERGY AN’ IRON* 
CALCIUM* AN‘ PHOSPHORUSS , 
WHICH HELPS GIVE Yo' 
THET *GIT-UP-AN-GO “77 


ree 


PLENTY 
NEEDS FAST 


BE READY 
IN 5S MINUTES! 


7 = 


COPR. 1945, UNITED FEATURE SYNDICATE, INC. 


or diets deficient in these elements 


SAVED AGIN BY THET( Dv YO’ s'POSE MSGOON (22227 
QuicK"Ss MINUTE” WOULD LIKE SOME. " < 
CREAM OF WHEAT // // 0’ THis PIPIN HOT [ Ail WILL GIT 
SOO TELETD WCU)», FRARM HIM LIE © ( AN' ASK KIMy 


V4 


FAST AND $MO-0-0-TH / * 
? READY IN 5 MINUTES. 
COSTS LESS THAN 1¢ A BOWL 


“CREAM OF WHEAT" AND CHEF TRADEMARKS REG, U. & PAT. OFR, 
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Now that Kodak Film 
is back... Snapshots 
at Night, with Photo Lamps, 
in thousands of homes. For nane 
pictine-taking fun, for pictures that 
ane as good as youn oudldoon ones, 
stant s 

aoe 







A good 
Photoflash subject 





A good 
Photoflood subject 





See your 


Kodak Dealer today 
--f0r Kodak Film (Kodak 


e-XX 
fon Photoflood pictwres, Kodak Verichnome 


for Photoflash )...for famps...for 
Kodaks new Folder that gets you 


- off toa flying start 


... us Free! 


CANADIAN KODAK 
CO., LIMITED 
TORONTO 9, ONT. 











. 12 
John’s Wile 
Continued from page 24 


suppose you don’t want help. There’s 
nothing I can do?” 

“Oh, no,” the woman said. “Oh, no.” 
Then as if she felt some need in the 
beautiful young girl, she said: 

“You'll be having Mr. John home for 
good before long, then your turn will 
come for a home-coming party.” 

Camilla walked on in the sunshine, 
and suddenly, surprisingly her eyes were 
hot with tears and she thought: “But | 
won’t plan his party, or cook him his 
favorite dish. I don’t even know what 
he likes best to eat, and he doesn’t know 
if | can cook it. We've never had time 
to find that out. And if I did know 
I’ve hardly put foot in the kitchen since 
I’ve been here and they wouldn’t let 
me.” 


WHEN ONE day Jordan came to tell 
her that there was a Mr. Fuller to see 
her, Camilla could not believe her ears. 
Tim Fuller. Her heart gave a thump. 
After all she had been so nearly in love 
with Tim Fuller for quite a long time. 
She said she would go down at once, but 
she did not go immediately, because her 
eagerness to see Tim shocked her a little 
and she stood in the empty room asking 
herself why she should feel it, why the 
coming of Tim, who, whatever he might 
have been once, had been nothing to her 
for a long time, should so excite her. 

The truth, she decided, was that she 
had been rather bored for a long time; 
which was only to be expected. Life, if 
you lived in the country during this 
transition period, was not very exciting; 
neither war nor the gaiety of peace. She 
had been busy since luncheon measuring 
windows for curtains and planning color 
schemes for the suite of rooms which 
was to be hers and John’s. “You must 
feel you have complete privacy,” Mrs. 
Darrant had said. It all seemed a most 
sensible arrangement. With the housing 
shortage and the difficulty of getting 
domestic help, it was the obvious thing 
to make over a suite to the young couple. 
It looked as if Roy would never marry 
again. After all, she, Camilla, would 
one day be the real mistress of this 
house. Until that time, until then, she 
would be enviably free from all domestic 
problems, living in the big house. 

The day was hot. She had been sun- 
bathing during the warm weather, and 
her clear skin was golden brown, making 
her eyes seem blue as sky, and her hair 
more golden. She was wearing a brief, 
short-sleeved white frock and white 
strap sandals on her stockingless feet. 
When Tim saw her hurrying toward him 
all white and golden he cocked his 
impertinent red head and said, 

‘Surprise, surprise! I’ve been holding 
my breath. I thought you’d come in 
Wearing a crown og sumpin, and an 
ermine robe.” 

“The Quality does not wear ermine on 
a summer day,” Camilla said. “You 
want to buy a book about it.” She was 
laughing with excitement and pleasure. 
She had taken both his hands and was 
holding them tightly. “Tim, you silly. 
It’s wonderful to see you. How come?” 

“*A job of work in the neighborhood. 
I’m back in the tractor business and 
there was a slight matter with a cus- 
tomer, so they sent me down. I was told 
you were in residence in this stately pile. 
I’m glad to see you, lovely. You're 
looking . He paused, his head on 


one side, then swallowing carefully, he 
said: 

“Marriage suits you. I’d remembered 
exactly how beautiful you were, but 
you’ve gone up one since I last saw you.” 
' “Thank you. Timmy, you’re looking 
very handsome yourself. Quite better 
from the wound?” 

“Fit as a flea.” 

“Do you like being back in civil life? 
Do you miss the Army?” 

“Some of it was fun,” he agreed. 
“That year I was stationed near you.” 
His eyes on her were very bright and 
steady. “‘I miss that part of it. I guess | 
always shall.” 

They had known each other so well. 
She did not affect to misunderstand him. 

“You don’t miss it all the time?” she 
said gently. 

“No. Not all the time. And finding 
you looking like this. You’re happy. 
That suits me.” There was a little 
silence, then he went on: 

“The husband... is he around? | 
think I could meet him now without 
socking him on the jaw, and I’m sure 
he has no call to sock me.” He grinned. 

Camilla told him about John having 
returned to Holland a month ago. 
“Hard luck. Is the mother-in-law a 
good bargain?” 

““She’s quite sweet,” Camilla replied, 
and Tim gave a grunt of mirth. “So it’s 
like that? Well, | believe it often is. But 
in your case the pill is certainly sugar- 
coated.”” He surveyed the rich luxurious 
room with a quizzical eye. 

“Well, you’ve got what you wanted. 
The last time | saw you, you said you 
were never going to do a day’s work 
again when the war was over, that at 
most you would sew a fine seam and 
swallow your strawberries and cream if 
someone held the plate for you.” 

Her smile was not quite satisfactory. 
“Was that what I| said?” 

““It was. You were in overalls and you 
had grease on your nose and you were 
cross because I’d turned up.” 

“I used to look pretty frightful at the 
end of the day. And tired. No girl likes 
looking the way I used to look most of 
the time.” 

Tim said carefully, “I’ve always 
thought that was the wrong moment to 
propose to you. Because all 1 offered 
you was a change of ove ralls, and grease 
on your nose cooking my dinner and 
being tired at the end of the day. Just 
for my files... did that have any 
effect on your decision?” 

Camilla looked down at the floor. She 


was thinking. Then with that heart- 
stopping upward sweep of her long eve- 
lashes she regarded him, from her 
honest blue eyes. 

“1 don’t know, Tim. I truly don’t 
know. I didn’t have to think about it 
because I’d already met John. I’d met 
him the night before.” 

There was what seemed a long silence. 
“It was as quick as that, was it?” 

** As certain as that.” 

After a while Tim had his breathing 
under control and could speak casually. 

“Well, I must say you seem to have 
made a lucky choice. You look as if you 
have all you want in life.” 

“| have. I’m very lucky. Ot course, 
it’s not not perfect yet. | suppose 
I'd got used to work and being with 
women with a different background, 
and one has to get used to leisure. After 
the first wonderful feeling ...’? She 
stopped, then continued in a different, a 
falsely bright tone. “Everything will be 








Designed by Betty & Maxine 


Example from the new two-timing wardrobe: A beautifully detailed sheer blouse, with a 
ripple of lace at throat and wrist. For evening sophistication it’s shown with a cleverly 
draped black crepe skirt, slashed to reveal a rippling cascade of matching lace. For stay-at- 
home evenings the blouse becomes part of the ballet hostess suit. The slacks, in black crepe, 
taper in at the ankles. The jacket, a rakish cavalier, can go with either slacks or skirt. 
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Timers 


by Evelyn Kelly 


HE big news in this 
spring’s fashions is an 
11-letter word, versatility. 

It’s an amazing versa- 
tility, flashing all along the 
fashion front. A romantic, 
lovelylady blouse two-times 
with a suavely-cut evening 
skirt or with a ballet suit for 
the hostess’ evening at home. 

Informal short-sleeved af- 
ternoon dresses, often with a 
deep daring neckline, are trans- 
formed into sleek dining-out 
numbers when worn with dis- 
creet matching jackets, long- 
sleeved, and high at the 
throat. 

Many softly handled suits 
are shown with companion 
slacks. Demure little beach 
dresses, skirts full and swing- 
ing, are worn over the briefest 
of sun bra-and-shorts, or swim- 
ming slickies. 

Scarves lead the life of Sche- 
herazade—and you remember 
how she thought up new 
angles! Trailing from the 
shoulder of a plain dress, they 
graduate to a full triangular 
flare below the waistline, where 
they’re tightly belted in. 
Sometimes a bow-tied or ascot- 
turned scarf at the throat is 
matched by another, subbing 
for a hat, and wound turban 
fashion or stocking style ac- 
cording to your whim. 

This spring, fashion is fea- 
turing versatility — with a 
double-purpose idea for almost 
any oc casion or mood! # 
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PRESENTING 


DTEX RIB 





New Pantie and Girdle with two-way stretch g 
Gothic Cordtex Brassiere 2921 and the famous Cordtex Rib (patent) control, 


Pantie style 3760 made specially for junior and misses’ figures. 


Exquisitely curved, light and flexible. 


“a ”? 
Slo CORDTEX RIB FEATURES: 


Sculptured lines without the rigidity of 
boning. . . masterly designing which allows 
you to twist, turn and breathe with ease... 
fashion’s highlight on a charmingly 


tiny waist. ..no wear on stockings. 





Ma -_. 
DOMINION a= IN LIMITED, QUEBEC, P.@Q. 
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Designed by Claire McCardell 


IMAGINATION IN PRINT! You'll be seeing ballet 
dancers, sea horses, Versailles fountains and other unex- 
pected motifs in printed materials. There’s an amusing 
bit of nonsense featuring the contents of a woman’s 
purse, scattered on an afternoon dress. And, of course, 
the one with staid little blue rabbits on a white ground 
is called“ Harvey”! All good, colorful fun, very wear- 
able, they’re called “Conversation Prints.” 

Above you see an old English doily design, black on a 
grey ground, in one of the lovely new cottons— balloon 
cloth. Very full puffed sleeves spring out from a widened 
neckline to give that-very bare look seen in all the spring 
showings. The full skirt is in the “definitely longer” 
length which earmarks most of the important wearables 
for the new season. 


Designed by Hattie Carnegie 


BE PREPARED for a romantic 
revival of black lace. Not the sad 
droopy stuff of years agone, but lace 
of a cobwebby texture, yet with 
enough body to drape and swirl out. 
And with what capacity for a subtle 
designer’s trickery—as in this im- 
portant new dinner dress with the 
bare-naked look. Truth is, the mid- 
riff band of lace is posed over flesh- 
toned crepe, while the peekabx 0 
yoke veils skin to match. Such open 
spots are appropriately known as 
“*windows”’! 

Note, too, how the very full lace 
overskirt extends below the hemline 
of the black crepe underneath—a 
graceful device for the dance floor. 
The same designer Is going all-out 
with new notions for lace or net 
even transforming a figure-hugging 
black satin with net overskirt that 
doubles as a cape. 

Worth watching are the trends 
in skirt lengths, many to ankle or 
floor, but there’s a definite swing 
to the graceful halfway style. 4 
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She's a 
Baby Doctor 


Pediatrics is her field! She loves keeping babies 
bouncing and beautiful, and charts their progress from 
babyhood on with a practiced eye. 
Ever since medical school she’s been on the go— 
a rock of Gibraltar to worried mothers from dawn 
around to dawn. 
She knows that to inspire confidence she has 
to be confident herself. So on uphill days, of course, 
she relies on Modess. 
Modess is more absorbent than any other 
leading napkin, Scientific tests prove it! You too prove 
it in the wearing. Modess starts cushion-soft and 
stays cushion-soft. And the triple, full-length safety shield 


gives you the Modess extra margin of safety. 


Modess 


SANITARY NAPKINS 





SMART GIRLS CHOOSE MODESS BECAUSE IT’S SOFTER, SAFER 
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BE LIKE 
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Have hands whose softness is charming. 


GALE STORM, STARRING IN “SWING PARADE OF 1946,” A MONOGRAM PICTURE 





It’s easy, with Gale Storm’s hand care—Jergens Lotion. 


Personal Hand Care of the Stars, 7 to I, is Jergens Lotion 


NOW--PERFECTED EVEN FURTHER. Wartime study 
brought out new facts about skin-care, which 
Jergens scientists. used to make this famous 


Jergens Lotion even more effective. 


For protection! Women made tests-- 
said this postwar Jergens 
Lotion protects even longer. 


For softening and smoothing. They 


said this even finer Jergens makes the 


hands feel even smoother and softer. 


Those 2 ingredients, so special for skin-tending 


that many doctors use them, are included 
in this finer-than-ever Jergens Lotion. 
Instant relief for chapping! Now on sale--_ 


Same bottle--still 10¢ to $1.00. 
No oiliness; no sticky feeling. 


Fon the Softest? Odonable Hands 


“ JERGENS LOTION 





Gi 





MADE IN CANADA 


Now more Effective than ever —thanks to Wartime Research 











Sony Ris ee 


Varden Pett 


LITTLE WOMEN, five feet five and under, are given 
special thought this spring. Proportions are handled 
carefully to enhance the all-important torso line. De- 
tails fatal to a small figure, such as oversize bows, 
exaggerated trim, and weighty extremes of fashion, are 
shunned like poison! But-all the spring highlights are 
presented to the little woman, scaled down in a way that 
makes the most of delicate lines and curves. 

Above is a striking example of how this is done. A 
coat-dress, black rayon faille, shows sleeves very full, 
but tapered quickly to just below the elbow to keep 
proper arm proportions. The skirt is flared low down, 
below the hips. And as the top-heavy look must always 
be avoided, only the tiniest of roll-back revers appear 
at the neckline. 


Designed by Nettie Rosenstein 


*# 


THE NEWEST SUITS §sare 
straight cut, their jackets loose and 
flawlessly tailored. Skirts are longer 
and on narrower lines to accent the 
swing in the coat. 

Here you see a fine navy wool, 
with a young carefree air. In the 
box jacket there is a careful balance 
of line extending straight from the 
widened shoulder to the hip. This 
emphasizes the slim cut of the skirt. 
A Buster Brown collar and buttons 
in a double row add young 
distinction. 

With suits like this you have the 
choice of arresting blouses, either 
bright prints in amusing motifs, or 
low-cut, dressmaker crepes in the 
deeper pastels. 

Hats are carefully chosen to com- 
plete an ensemble. Perfect with 
this suit is a global Breton in navy, 
worn practically falling off your 
head! But note how the height and 
width of the upward roll brim are in 
perfect harmony with the suit 
silhouette. 
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PAULETTE GODDARD...STARRING IN BENEDICT BOGEAUS’ PRODUCTION, “THE DIARY OF A CHAMBERMAID” 


aut ly 


with 


PAULETTE GODDARD 


.. she's a 24-hour fan for 


Woodbury 
Complete Beauty Cream 





Come! Coax yourself awake, pretty Paulette... Cream. First, I swirl on this silken cream for cleansing... 
and “give” on your sleeping-beauty care. ‘I as I tissue, it swirls away every trace of make-up! Then 
plan morning beauty at bedtime,” beams Paulette, “with I film on this same rich Beauty Cream to soften my skin 
my Beauty Nightcap—with Woodbury Complete Beauty overnight.”” Um-mm, what softness—like morning mist! 





You're a lovely early bird, Paulette. Your skin looks 


picture-perfect. «Like it?”’ smiles Paulette. ‘Then 
let’s be fans together about Woodbury Complete Beauty Cream. 










It’s my pet powder base . . . keeps make-up luscious for hours! yr Recess, Paulette! Time off for “looking at you”! How Floor show while Paulette okays fash- 
: come your complexion’s always so pink-pearl fresh? ion sketches for next film. “And I okay 
«‘Never powder over stale make-up!”” warns Paulette. “Start fresh my 24-hour beauty pal . . . Woodbury! It cleanses, 

with a Woodbury Cream cleansing. That revives your sparkle.” softens, acts as powder base and night cream, too.” 





if you have a special skin problem: 


Dry Skin. Swirl on woopsury Special 
DRY SKIN CREAM—it’s rich in lano- 
lin’s benefits . . . soothes flaky chap. 
For a “glowy” make-up, pat on 
LTTE TD by Pie woopBuryY Creampuff POWDER BASE. 
Blends with any powder shade. 


Oily Skin.Cleanse with woopsury Oily 
Skin CLEANSING CREAM. It’s liquefy- 
ing . . . removes oily grime. 


iG onple 7 





bal For a velvet make-up— WooDBURY 
— ; Protective MAKE-UP FILM... It’s 
Bewitched, bewildered—by Paulette’s fr Dream-special for Paulette. Newer... more beautifying than greaseless and vanishing . . . dis- 
night-glow glamour. ‘‘Day done,” she Woodbury’s busy now as cold cream. Woodbury Complete courages “shine.” 
says, “I erase studio-staleness with Woodbury Cream. night cream = ; . softening dry-lines. Beauty Cream contains four rich Jars are 16¢, 25¢ and 50¢. 
Then a fresh film for a satiny powder base ...’slovely!” Says Paulette, “You see? ... Woodbury softening oils. AND .. . Woodbury (Made in Canada), 


It’s Woodbury-wonderful skin . . . lovely for you, too! takes care of me right around-the-clock.” Creams contain purifying Stericin. 
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FLEXEES NEWEST FABRIC TRIUMPH 


Check your dreams at the door, 

please. For Flexees combines 
nylon and rayon ... into Nyralon... 
the fantasy fabric come true. It’s softer, it’s stronger, 
it’s lighter. And it’s a wonderful feeling to know the 


greater comfort, the longer wear . . . the sheer genius of Nyralon! 


@ TRADE MARK APP. FOR 











with your own needlework 





FOR THE hostess who wants new ways of harmonizing her linens 
and china, here is a table set, fresh as spring itself, done in roses and 
cross-stitch embroidery. It’s in a lightweight white Irish linen, a 
wonderful texture for working. Do it in all-white, as an effective foil 
for richly colored china, or embroider in your favorite colors, to 
show off pastels or creamy-white pottery ware. The centre mat is 
priced at 45 cents, the place mats (12 in. by 18) are 35 cents each. 
Matching serviettes are 20 cents each. The cottons for working 
four-place set come to 40 cents. Order No. 119C. 





HERE’S another sign of spring in this new and perfect background 
for your loveliest dinner service! It’s a set in elaborate cutwork, rose 
design, stamped on cream cutwork linen—and it makes up into that 
kind of exquisite heirloom handiwork reserved just for gala oc- 
casions! The embroidery detail may be done in ecru, or in rose and 
green. The centre mat is 50 cents, place mats (11 in. by 18) are 40 
cents, and serviettes 20 cents each. Cottons for working a four-place 
set, 60 cents. Order No. 118C. 

Order from Marie LeCerf, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. 
Enclose postal note or money order. Add 15 cents for bank exchange 
on out-of-town cheques. 
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HomeHairdressing 
is So Smart—and 
So Easy with 





“Goody” Curlers! 


You'll be amazed at the attractive 
hair styles you can create yourself 
—at home—with “Goody” Curl- 
ers. Quickly, too, and with results 
that are truly professional-looking. 


Next time you shop—pick up a 
card or two of “Goody” Curlers. 
So easy to use—and economical— 
such a time-saver—smart women 
everywhere are stylizing their own 
hair the “Goody” way. 


Simple Steps 


TO ASMART HOME HAIR-DO 


¢ Dampen and comb hair smooth. 


Unlock curler, clamp ends of hair 
and roll up or under as desired, 


tightly to head. Lock Curler, 


Let hair dry. Unlock 
curler and carefully slide 
out of curl. Use as many 
curlers as you desire, and 
arrange hair in the style 
that suits you best. 











\) 


ALUMINUM 
Hain Curlous 
5¢ each at 5¢ & 10¢ 

° 


stores and notions 
counters ever y where 






” 
. «Goody 
he net The com 
swept 


| sunshine! 


| JEWELLED BUTTONS. 


| your life! 


All that glitters is not gold, but 
gosh, there’s an uncanny resemblance! 
Like this. Take a handful of those bard 
peas (or beans) you’II find in the kitchen. 
Soak them until they are soft enough 
to be pricked with a needle, but don’t let 
them get mushy. String them to make a 
necklace and bracelet. After they are 
thoroughly dry, dip them in three 
baths: (1) Dip into clear shellac. Dry 
thoroughly. Then (2) dip them into 
liquid gold paint. Again dry thoroughly, 


and then (3) dip them into the shellac 


again, and have you got something! 


Many of the fashions you'll wear 
next summer now parade in Florida 
One note on 
Another 
note: EMBROIDERY on cottons. You 


may as well hear about these two ideas | 


now, as many of the smart younger set 


are planning or dressmaking their sum- | 


mer wardrobes this last month of winter. 


cottons: | 





The shortie coat again a spring | 


favorite for the Junior Miss! If you area 
tidy little person who hangs up her 
coat properly and takes care of it—pick 
it in one of the lovely flattering pastels. 
But if you are a coat-thrower-abouter 
best stick to a dark or neutral. 


Saw a clever little cocktail dress the 


| other day. The ingenious young owner 


had taken three of those large printed | 


sheer scarves and draped them into a 
skirt. Two more made the blouse. A 
belt of empty thread spools, strung on 
ribbon end to end, and painted in 
brilliant red, green, orange contrasts, 
made this outfit the talk of the party. 
And it cost very little—in comparison 
with all the commotion it caused. 


Long Gloves—in a bright color (I’m 
thinking of American Beauty) make that 
Little Black Dress something pretty 
special! 


Collecting charm? The charm 
bracelet kind? Make it the diary of 
What an heirloom for your 
grandchildren! 


Don an apron, even if it—and you 

never go near a kitchen! Red and 
white checked taffeta makes a cute little 
trick that livens up the party. Sequins 
splashed on crepe cut in a heart shape: 
another apron idea, Fun to make. 


Frantic fraternizing going on between 


sweaters and skirts! Pure wool sloppy | 


joes, over ice-cream plaid skirts that 
have such swirling pleats! Add a cardi- 
gan in a contrasting color. (Cherry over 
aqua is a lovely duet.) # 





Make It Yourself 


“What a smart girl!’ your family 
and friends will say if you learn to 
make your own clothes — that is if 
you put style and dash into them. 
Our bulletin, “Dressmaking at Home,” 
will give you the answers to all be- 
ginners’ problems in turning out a 
good-looking dress you'll be proud 
to wear. 
“DRESSMAKING AT HOME” 
Service Bulletin No. 2102. Price 
15 cents. 


Order from 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETIN 
DEP SRTMENT 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 





| 
| 
| 





|thousands of smart girls 


of future odor. That’s why 


If only You were 
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as sweet 


as your Hat ! 


N* PICKING, pet. That new bonnet 
is just your style. Smart as a dress 
parade. And so flirtatious. 


But even the loveliest clothes won’t 
make up for a fault like underarm odor. 
For men are indifferent instead of ador- 


|ing when a girl neglects to guard her 
charm. 


Your bath leaves you daisy-fresh, it’s 
true—but that’s for past 
perspiration. Underarms still 
need protection against risk 









A Product of Bristol-Myers—Made in Canada 


make Mum a daily daintiness habit. 


It takes only half a minute to smooth 
on Mum. 30 seconds to keep you safe all 
day or evening from underarm odor. And 
it’s the girl who keeps herself nice to be 
near who gets the admiration. 


Mum won’t irritate your skin—won’t 
injure the fabric of your clothes. Quick, 
safe, sure—you can use Mum even after 
dressing. Won’t dry out in 
jar. Ask for Mum today. 

* J . 


For Sanitary Napkins— Mum is 
gentle, safe, dependable. . ideal 
for this important pur pose, too, 


Mum 


TAKES THE ODOR 
OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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MEN, TOO, like Danderine. 
It fights loose dandruff. 













with shimmering high-lights 


“My hair is such a problem.” How often you've heard that. And 
how easy the hair problem is solved by the girl who knows about 
Danpertne. Most hair that is drab, dull and uninteresting can be 
made radiant, lustrous and beautiful again in a few minutes with 


DanpeERINE’S help. For 
DANDERINE removes the 
dulling film that makes hair 
look so lifeless and drab. Adds 
a lustrous sheen that sets 
hair dancing with glittering 
high-lights. 

Try Danpertne the next 
®, time you dress your hair... 
) just sprinkle a little on comb 
and brush and do your hair in 
the usual manner, then notice 
the difference. And notice, 
too, that DANDERINE removes 
unsightly, loose dandruff. 





Sse. 


Danderine 


The modern, time-saving way to lovelier bair 








CHAPPED HANDS 
HEAL FASTER 


this medicated way! 


ni / SL 


Nurses discovered this quick relief for 





sore, chapped hands. Try it! 


sore, red, chapped hands. Actual 
» tests show that Noxzema helps heal 
| even badly chapped hands—faster, 
improvement often being seen over- 
F night! That’s because Noxzema is 
. fia not merely a soothing cream, but a 
greaseless, medicated formula. It not only brings 
quick, soothing relief from the burning soreness, 
but helps heal the little “cuts” and cracks. If your 
hands are red, rough, unattractive, try Noxzema 
today. See how quickly it helps bring back the nor- 
mal softness of your skin! At all drug and dept. 
stores; 17¢, 39¢, 59¢. 


@ Nurses were among the first to 
¥ . © find how effective Noxzema is for 
Gg a 
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Fashion Shorts 


by Kay Murphy 


UITS FOR SPRING! Looks 

like the three favorite colors 

will be navy, beige, grey. 

Some designers are holding 
out to make brown an important 
fashion color in suits, but opinion 
has it that this color will be best 
only ‘nm the higher - priced 
brackets. 


Coats going softer, with 
balloon sleeves, flanged shoul- 
ders and fuller skirts gathered 
into a smaller waistline. 


Sports coats, however, will 
get a big play, especially the 
woollen fabrics that lend them- 
selves to pastel colors—lime, 
aqua, gold and nude. 


Some of the ‘“grander”’ 
coats and suits show contrasting 
color in the yokes, like beige with 
brown or aqua or navy with 
turquoise. These are so highly 
styled that unless you are the 
lady who gets a new coat and 
suit every spring—well, be wary. 


Capes are coming into the 
spring picture! Look mighty 
dashing over a matching suit; 
then wear as a wrap right 
through the summer! 


Anything can happen to a 

hat for spring! I’ve seen 
them tall and small—large— ia 
square—flat and round! You'll 
see them filled in at the top with 
flowers, fruit and vegetables! 
You'll see them as plain as a sailor. One 
expensive little number had a visor brim 
with pink - tinted mirror facing — to 
throw a flattering glow on the face! Yes, 
anything can happen to a hat this spring. 
And it will be right! 





That old wool sweater may still 
have good arms in it. Cut them off 
halfway, bind the cut-off edges—and 
you have a snappy pair of “gaiters” to 
wear over your shoes, these cold days. 
OR—sew them on a pair of insoles and 
wear them instead of slippers! 


Never throw a scrap of bright 
material away. Make it up into tiny 
bows to decorate the hem of a black 
dress; or stick on your old beanie. If 
the scrap is large enough, make a slipon 
cover for your handbag! 


Lost the top of your earring? 
Don’t throw the screw backs away. 
Take a colorful button and glue it on 
firmly. The brighter the button, the 
better your new earrings! 


You can do a lot with buttons— 
such as getting a complete new set, and 
replacing the buttons on that out-dated 
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Adele Simpson's basque jacket suit in navy 

wool, with flowing troubadour sleeves. In 

the blouse two colors of the same print 
design are strikingly contrasted, 


dress. Or sew tiny, contrastingly colored 
buttons on the shoulders of a dress, like 
epaulettes, or do the same to a beanie,’or 
jazz up an old fabric handbag with the 
bright little numbers! 


The top of that dress may be ready 
for the rag bag, but the skirt is still 
good! Cut off the top, leaving about 
one inch above the waistline, sew or 
bind it neatly, and you have a skirt 
you'll still get heaps of wear from. 


Make a jewellery box by taking a 
large match or cigar box, covering it 
with fabric or bright paper. Then cut 
out your name in contrasting color, and 
paste it on the top. A make-up box to 
match is another colorful addition to the 
Miss Teen’s dressing table! 


Look around the house and you'll 
find it! I mean that old shower curtain 
that is still water-repellent! You can 
make a cute and practical rain cape for 
yourself by cutting it to size, and trim- 
ming it with gay rickrack braid. Take 


several colors of rickrack, sew down the 
front and use to tie the thing. If there is 
enough of the curtain left intact, make 
a rain snood to match. 
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Long Billowing Skirts 


for the Bride’s attendants 


pr 


YF. 
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Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by 
mail through the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 
University Avenue, Toronto 2. 


and at the waist. 


1321. Very new and very sophisticated, 
calling for upswept hair-dos and neat, old-fash- 
ioned nosegays. The bodice shows the high 
round neckline with fullness in cap sleeves, 
and it is darted to give a basque effect above 
the wide skirt. 


1146 has round deep neckline enhanced with 
a scalloped bertha collar. Around the minute 
waist is tied narrow velvet ribbon which trails 
on the bouffant skirt. This is an especially 
good style for taffeta and other crisp-finished 
fabrics. 


Simplicity \\46 







PRING ... and Easter weddings just around the corner! 
Keynote to perfection in the bridal picture is a definite 
theme in the colors and style of frocks for the bride’s attend- 
ants. We give you these early Victorian styles, all with 


billowing skirts, fitted bodices, but with variety in necklines 


1463 gives the new off-shoulder effect, with the 
ruffle adding extra emphasis. The full full 
skirt billows over the hips, but is smooth at 
the delicately pointed waistline. Velvet bows, 
narrow and dainty, are true Victorian touches, 
lovely in contrasting color. 


1477 carries out the same theme for the 
junior attendant; has a fitted pointed bodice 
and softly gathered skirt. The dainty ruffling 
can be either self-fabric or in lace to outline the 
shaped neckline and waist, and accent the full 
puffed sleeves. Pattern descriptionson page62. 
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What's best for keeping 
earrings bright? 


Colourless nail polish 
Ammonia and water 


Elbow grease 


They'll be all a-glitter indefinitely—if 
you treat those metal earlobes to a 
thin coating of colourless nail polish. 
It’s tops as a safeguard against tarnish. 
And at Kotex time safeguard your 
daintiness with the additional protec- 
tion of Quest, the powder deodorant 
specifically developed for sanitary 
napkins. Quest . 
absorbs moisture and 
destroys odour com- 
pletely. Its soft silk 
texture prevents chaf- 
ing too. Large size 35c. 








A king-size teen looks smoothest? 
if she’s 


Wedded fo flat heel shoes 
A frilly dilly 
[| Posture perfect 


Are you a glamazon ? Be proud of it! 
“Flats” are fine, but higher heels are 
flatterers. Shun fussy, frilly clothes. 
Above all, never be a stoop droop. 
You'll look smoothest if you're 
posture perfect. Poise comes too 
when you rout the panicky little cares 
of problem days with the assured 
comfort of the 
Kotex Wonderform 
Balt. ee 
dainty, light and 
secure that there’s 
never a_ hint to 
disclose your secret 

. never a doubt 
to disturb your 
assurance. Each 


25c. 


8 80 















Meet Mr..& Mrs. Ivanovitch 
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Continued from page 13 


are found, capable of advancement along 
the lines of singing, painting, or the 
ballet, the club obtains the services of 


When 


of children’s 


the country’s best instructors. 
the annual competition 
music circles, including the one of the 
Stalin ¢ ‘lub, took place in Moscow, I was 
told that the plant manager attended 
the competitive performances to see 
how “his” children were making out. 
Plant and club management are given 
the responsibility of helping gifted child- 
ren get on, 

The third wing, with its lecture halls, 
was also quiet when I entered. Three 
lectures were going on in different parts 
of the wing. One dealt with Russian 
literature, the second with the life of 
Roosevelt, the third, with 
automobile 


President 
problems of stresses in 
gears. 

Such clubs are scattered everywhere 
throughout the Soviet Union. Some, 
like the Railway Workers’ Club, have a 
budget of 20,000,000 rubles and main- 
full-time theatre, orchestra and 
choral staffs. The Railway Workers’ 
Club even has four club trains which 
course up and down Russia’s railway 


tain 


system, stopping at out-of-the-way 
junctions to do their work. 

Russian “‘businessmen” have their 
own organization called the All Union 
Trading Mart where conferences are 
held on production and output problems. 

Every Russian worker, employee and 
intellectual belongs to a union. The 
union centre, the All Union Council of 
Trade-Unions, now embraces a member- 
ship of more than 27,000,000. More 
than 5% million Russians belong to 
the Communist Party; nearly 10 millions 
to the Young Communist League; and 
as many to the Young Pioneers, Russia’s 
Boy and Girl Scouts. 

The women belong to Ladies’ Auxili- 
aries—to officers’ wives clubs, to wo- 
men’s committees of trade-unions, to 
various neighborhood parent-teacher 
associations. 

Yes, indeed, the 
joimers. 


Russians are real 


OR TAKE schools for another example 
of little-known Russia. Most schools in 
big cities are terribly 
Children attend in two and sometimes 
three Until 1944 children 
entered school at eight, now at seven 
The standard number of 
which one 


overcrowded. 
shifts. 


years of age. 
grades is 10, after enters 
institutes or vocational schools or applies 
to the universities. 

Ask any Russian kid if he has exams. 
“Nu, a kak zbe!”’ he will reply. “‘What 
do you think!” Russian kids do have 
exams and they are very stiff, much 
more so than ours. This, by the way, isa 
relative innovation, having been intro- 
duced just before the war. Homework is 
compulsory. Above the fourth grade in 
the main cities, boys and girls attend 
separate schools. 

All school children are subject to the 
so-called Rules for Students. Let me 
translate a few. 

“Every student is obliged: to study 
energetically and absorb knowledge in 
order to become an educated and cul- 
tured citizen and bring as much benefit 
as possible to the Soviet motherland.” 

“Study attentively, attend 
accurately, come on time.” 


# Continued on page 61 
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Aré you in the know? 


[_] Give up breathing 
[|_| Minimize the midriff 
{| Try corset laces 


For that wee-waisted look, she'd better== 


SOOTHES HHH HEE ESE TEE EERE 


The “doll-waisted” style and your chubby 
waistline don’t seem made for each other ? 
Better minimize that midriff! Stand erect, 
feet together, arms stretched overhead. 
Bend torso right and left as far as possible 
(feel the pull!) . . . working up to 25 times 
daily. On “‘certain’’ days you can look 
trim, even in your snuggest outfit. With 
Kotex, no revealing outlines nag you—for 
Kotex has flat tapered ends that don’t show. 
So... your public know. 


need 


never 































If the lady doesn't laugh, would you 
consider her— 
|_| A pickle-pan 
[_] Dracula’s mother 
[] Justified 


COOPER H EHO E EOE EEE TEESE HEED ESOS Sm 


CoCo ee eeseseees 


This little lap-lander didn’t 
mean to tumble. But to the 
lady it’s the last straw. She’s 
tired of being pushed around 
by boisterous characters. The 
lady’s justified. Accidents 
and a “who cares?” attitude 
too often go together. That’s 
worth pondering . .. on 
“those” days, as well, for if 
you use care in choosing a 
sanitary napkin, you'll choose 
Kotex — and avoid mishaps. 
Yes, Kotex’ exclusive safely 
centre gives you eztra protec- 
tion from problem-day acci- 
dents! 


i 


eee 


‘ Does a square shaped hand indicate 
|_| An inquiring mind 
|_| An impulsive nature 
{_] A dynamic personality 
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Seeeeeseeeeesee 


Your hand can reveal your traits and 
temperament! Have you a square 
shaped hand? If so, palmists say 
you're a practical soul; self assured. 
You have an inquiring mind—which 
is good, for it helps you make wise 
decisions. And when you inquire 
about sanitary protection, and learn 
that Kotex has lasting softness 
(doesn’t just “feel” soft at first 
touch)... that Kotex is made to 
slay soft while wearing... it’s ten 
to one you'll decide on Kotex. 
Because you value real comfort. No 
wonder you're self-assured ! 


More women choose KOTEX* 
than all other sanitary napkins 
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ITH a bit of guile about accessories, you can build 

up a wonderful spring wardrobe around a good- 

looking suit. Choose a well-designed, uncluttered 

style, and make it up in a really fine fabric. For 
greatest possibilities use a solid color that you can live 
with without regrets, and run up an extra jacket or two 
either in contrasting shades or in companion plaids, 
checks or stripes. Then concentrate on your accessory 
tricks .,. bright and dashing ... quiet or subtle... to suit 
your mood or type! 


Your basic suit is 1557, with a dart-fitted jacket, 
five-gored skirt, and the wide-shoulder-and-sleeve com- 
bination. Dress it up with lingerie touches or keep it 
carefully casual with plain tailored dickeys. Tiny collar 
may be worn up or down. 








Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through the 
Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. 


1355, is a suit-slip, with lace-trimmed bodice and 
dark, contrasting skirt. Smoothly dart-fitted to 
avoid ugly bulk at the waist, and the slim skirt is cut in 
two sections. 

Two styles in dickeys, Pattern 1536: the lingerie type, 
box-pleated and tucked, with dainty bow, or a tailored 
type with box-pleated front and turtle neck. 

No. 1555 has the new soft fullness in a shoulder yoke 
which emphasizes the wide cap sleeves. At the throat 
the artist’s bow is a flattering touch; tucks at the waist 
give that trim, neat-middle line. 

A softly handled jerkin, No, 1543, is drawn in at the 
waist with a buckled waistband. Wonderful done in a 
light stripe, and worn over a dark long-sleeved blouse 
or dress. Pattern descriptions on page 62. 








Pretty please! 


© mooth curves and lithe dynamic grace 
are yours when you restyle your figure with a 
NU-BACK. You'll be twice as decorative; 
2 twice as comfortable. Fashion’s up-to-the- 
minute styling. The NU-BACK principle 6f 
support, and telescopic back permit undreamed 
of freedom. A NU-BACK won't ride up, twist or 
pinch. Ask your corsetiere for a NU-BACK 
garment designed for your type of figure. 


A try-on is worth a thousand words. 


“Gothic” Bra. Elliptic Design 


“Nu-Back” Style 5533 
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which SAFELY 


STOPS under-zrm PERSPIRATION 


1. Does not irritate skin. Does not rot 
dresses and men’s shirts. 


2. Prevents under-arm odor. Stops per- 
spiration safely. 


3.A pure, white, antiseptic, stainless 
vanishing cream. 


4. No waiting to dry. Can be used right 
after shaving. 


S. Arrid has been awarded the Approval 
Seal of the American Institute of 
Laundering — harmless to fabric. Use 
Arrid regularly. 


397 also 15¢ and 59¢ sizes 


At any store which sells toilet goods 


MORE: MEN AND: WOMEN USE 


ARRID 


THAN ANY OTHER DEODORANT 





' 
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Vindication 


Continued from page7 = 


while before he can accumulate enough 
capital to set up shop.” 

“He needs a lot, then?” Thea asked, 
still in that friendly, quiet way of hers. 

Abbie nodded. ‘“What’s more, he 
hasn’t any collateral to help with a loan, 
so I’m afraid it’s more or less of a pipe 
dream!” 

Thea smiled enquiringly. “In other 
words he has to find someone who will 
Joan him the capital on faith, is that it?” 

“That’s about it,” Abbie agreed. 
“And according to Tom, out-and-out 
philanthropists like that don’t grow on 
trees. Not when it comes to a speculative 
proposition like this one!” 

“‘I suppose that’s so...” Thea said, 
and she sounded, not calculating exactly, 
just thoughtful. 

Shortly after that someone shoved the 
rugs back for dancing, and Abbie lost 
sight of Thea Blanchard. But in the 
weeks that followed their friendship 
progressed with astonishing rapidity. 

Just a few days later Thea phoned and 
asked them _ into 





The dinner was a success; and later 
they had three rubbers of bridge. Ralph 
Blanchard played a methodical, tedious 
sort of game. But though Thea’s play 
was dashing and erratic and frequently 
disastrous, he was good-humored about 
it and never criticized her. 

When their guests had left, soon after 
midnight, Abbie said, “I think they had 
a really good time, don’t you?” 

“Sure thing,” Tom agreed. She 
saw that he was emptying ash trays and 
banking the fire, and she had had to do 
that alone for so many months that she 
suddenly felt a little lightheaded with 
sheer disbelief. Maybe that was why it 
helped when he turned and looked at 
her, and took her in his arms and held 
her close in the quiet, disordered living 
room .. 

Thea phoned the next day to say what 
a good time they had had. And a week 
later she asked them to dinner again. 
She said, “‘I thought just the four of us, 
if you don’t mind. We have a lot of fun 
together, don’t you think?” 

“We certainly do!” 
because it was true. They always had a 
good time with the Blanchards. 


Abbie agreed, 


And as it turned 


town for dinner, and ) out, that was the 


the evening proved 
to be an exceptional 
success. There was 
one other congenial 
couple, the apart- 
ment was beautiful 
without being too 
spectacular, and 
after lingering over 
coffee and a fine im- 
ported brandy, the 
six of them wound 
up the evening at 
the most exclusive 


supper club in town. 

Thea’s husband, play. 
Ralph Blanchard, 
rathersurprised 
Abbie. He was at 


slim, 


white way 


Yours, dear! 


least 20 years her * 
senior, a heavy-set, 


kindly man in his 

early fifties. His mind was the heavy, 
one-track kind too, limited almost 
entirely to business. But Thea’s sparkle 
made up for that. She never allowed the 
conversation to languish; somehow she 
managed to keep everything on a gay, 
lighthearted level, so that whenTom and 
Abbie drove home that night they 
decided that they’d had a very good time 
indeed. 

After that Thea asked Abbie to an 
afternoon bridge, and then to a theatre 
party in town. And finally Abbie 
managed to return some of this lavish 
hospitality by inviting her new friends 
to dinner. She couldn’t provide imported 
brandy or individual squabs for her 
guests. But with only a part-time maid 
she did the best she could and the 
Blanchards seemed to enjoy themselves. 
There were a few hitches, of course. For 
one thing, Tommy, after being put 
firmly to bed, insisted on coming down- 
stairs in his pyjamas just before dinner. 
He perched on the arm of his. father’s 
chair, arid Abbie didn’t have the heart 
to drive him away. 

She kept remembering how many 
months there had been when Tommy 
had had to be the man of the family, 
without any father to lean against 
that way, in such deep and utter con- 
tentment. So she couldn’t scold Tommy, 
but finally, as though by a prearranged 
signal, he slipped off to bed. 


FRANKLY 


By MAY RICHSTONE 


Contentedly I'll turn the page; 
I'm looking forward to old age, 


When your roving eye is a trifle dim, 
When you're neither debonair nor 


When you say good-by to the great 


And chess is the game you like to 


I view old age with decided cheer — 


night that changed 
their lives. After- 
ward Abbie realized 
gratefully that Thea 
had planned it with 
that in view. Never 
before had the two 
men gone to Ralph’s 
study for cigars and 
brandy while the 
wives sat over coffee 
in the living room. 
Afterward, when 
they played bridge, 
Abbie could tell just 
from looking at Tom 
that semething had 
happened. There 
was nothing very 
subtle about Tom 
Burke—and it stuck 
out all over him that 
night, the look of a man who has 
achieved his dreams. 

Afterward he shared those dreams 
with her. “Well,” he said, when they 
were out on the street, and again, 
“Well! That was certainly unexpected!” 
And then he told her. Ralph Blanchard 
was going to put up all the money for 
the new business. It was to be a personal 
loan at 4 reasonably small interest and 
with no collateral needed. What’s more 
he wasn’t even demanding a share in the 
profits. “I asked him why he was 
doing it,”” Tom said, “and he explained 
that his motives were involved with the 
war in some way. Me being 4 returned 
veteran, and his being too old to join up 
and all that. He says too that he has 
confidence in the project, and considers 
it a sound use for the money.” 

So that was why the evening turned 
out to be one of those rare times in life 
that you never forget. They talked a 
mile a minute on the train going home, 
and later in their own living room. 
Because now anything was _ possible. 
The future stretched before them with 
almost unbelievable richness. Tom 
would be his own boss. He would have 
to start in a small way, but the pos- 
sibilities of expansion in the future were 
infinite. And then think of the things 
they could do! They might even put a 
wing on the house, and the children 

# Continued on page 63 
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Many are the legends about the discovery of coffee. 
One tells how the exiled and saintly Hadji Omar was 
faint with hunger on the Mountain of Ousab. 









He heard a sweet and heavenly song and a gorgeous 
bird alighted on a nearby bush. He attempted 
to seize it. It disappeared! His hands closed 
only on the fruit of the bush. Inspiration 
led him te boil this fruit. He 


/ 


















obtained a delicious drink . . . coffee: 


THERE IS little in common between Omar’s primitive 
brew and the superb coffee now known throughout the 
world as Maxwell House. 


For Maxwell House is the result of an expert blending 
of Latin American coffees—the very finest the world 
produces. This glorious blend is then Radiant Roasted to 
develop the full flavor of every single coffee bean. 


And because Maxwell House has extra flavor and extra 
rich, satisfying body, more people buy and enjoy it than 
any other brand of coffee in the world. 


‘@ 
To — Husbands 
Husbands look forward to dinner 
when you serve Maxwell House. 
The tantalizing fragrance and 


mellow-rich flavor of this grand 
coffee add pleasure to any meal. 


Maxwell House eases tension at 
the same time as it stimulates and 
cheers. Men who are particular 
about coffee find it completely 
satisfying. 
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A Product of General Foods 


Somebody Loves Me 


Continued from page 24 


was something so breathless, so de- 
lighted in her look that he felt a faint, 
faint twinge. He loved her—but was it 
that much? 

Dorothy’s mother and father went 
out that night, to give the party a free 
hand. They would come back around 
eleven, when Mrs. Thompson would 
help with the coffee. 

The thing really got off to a nice 
start. The ultrasmart crowd wasn’t 
present. Instead, there were the editor 
of the class paper, the girl who designed 
the stage sets for the class play Dorothy 
had helped write, and a pair of red- 
headed boys who performed dance- 
team parodies, and a thin boy with horn- 
rimmed glasses who was dazzling at a 
piano keyboard. 

Edith’s party came late 
and in some peculiar way the whole 
tone of the party changed. Roger had 
seen it happen before. With her crowd, 
it was a matter of being convinced of 
their own superiority, their special 


in a body 


corner on sophistication. 

Edith herself didn’t arrive for another 
half hour. 

“She’s still outside with Pug, in the 
car,” one of the girls told Dorothy. 
“They've been having another brawl. 
You look sweet in that peach-colored 
thing, Dot. Really, it’s the limit—Pug 
and Edith, | mean. The way she treats 
him—I mean! I mean, some day, he'll 
turn on her!” 

The dramatic whisper trailed back to 
Roger as Dorothy took the girl up the 
stairs to the bedroom. He smiled. He 
felt immeasurably older and wiser. 

Dorothy was still upstairs when 
Edith came. Edith wearing midnight 
blue velvet, a white Spanish shawl 
around her and an enormous red rose 
tucked in her dark chignon. 

She had one hand lightly on Pug’s 
arm. Apparently, they had made up. 
They were a striking contrast—the bull- 
shouldered Pug, and the tall, slim Edith 
with her look of having just stepped 
from the wings to drift into a leading 
role on a lamplit stage. 

““Roger—it’s been ages.” She heid out 
both hands to him. “We'll have to have 
a long, long talk. Pug—do put this 
somewhere for me, will you?” She let 
the Spanish shawl slip from her and laid 
it across his arm, then turned back to 
Roger. “‘Roger+-you know Pug?” She 
seemed to forget Pug’s half of the 
introduction. 

Roger almost laughed out loud. She 
hadn’t changed. 

He held out his hand to Pug in delib- 
erate cordiality. “I’ve seen you play. | 
remember that rugby season three years 
ago. And that was something.” 

Pug’s small eyes lost some of their 
hostility. He grew expansive. “I’m 
pro now,” he said. “That college foot- 
ball is baby stuff. I'll get you passes to 
our next series—you'll see some real 
football. Boy, it’s murder! Why you 
take that game 

“Pug—my shawl. You’re letting it 
drip all over the floor. Do put it some- 
where for me.” Edith sent him on his 
way, then slipped a hand through 
Roger’s arm and led him to the farthest 
corner of the room. ‘‘Now,” she said, 
“tell me all about yourself.” 

“There’s nothing to tell,” he said. 
““How’s Connie?” 





A flicker of impatience crossed her 
face. 

“Would you believe it, Roger—that 
little idiot eloped! And she’s not even 20. 
It makes me feel ancient.” 

“Good lord. Who with?” 

“You didn’t know him—some boy 
who used to come around. And we 
didn’t have the faintest idea she’d even 
thought about him. They’re in some 
dinky little flat, now, trying to make 
ends meet.” 

“And she’s happy.” 
ment, not a question. 

Edith’s face softened, and she smiled 
at him with a real glow of affection in her 
dark eyes. “Roger,” she said softly, 
“vou are sweet. You always did under- 
stand, didn’t you? It really wasn’t my 
fault, Roger—I used to do all I could for 
her, in the only way I knew.” 

There was honest puzzlement in 
Edith’s eyes. She had loved Connie, in 
her way, and intuition with her ex- 
tended only to the male. 

Pug loomed up beside them. Roger 
nodded, looked beyond him—*‘There’s 


Dot,” he told Edith. “Will you excuse 
” 


It was a state- 


me 
“Sure thing,” Pug said in his deep 
He stood close to Edith, 
stolid, immovable, waiting. 
‘“*t must say hello to her.”” Edith kept 
a hand on Roger’s arm. ‘“‘Pug, come 


bull’s voice. 


along and meet your hostess.” 

The three trailed over, and Edith was 
charming to Dot. 

“You're simply glowing,” she said, 
and turned to Roger. ‘“She’s really 
getting prettier all the time—how do 
you do it?” 

He saw Dot’s color rise, but she 
laughed and just said, ““Thank you,” in 
her straightforward way. 

““How about what she does to me?” 
Roger demanded. “Don’t you think I’m 
pretty too?” 

Pug burst into a deep guffaw, his 
first, and his last laugh of the evening. 
Edith murmured, “Roger—you fool. 
You utter fool.” 

Her eyes were intimate, challenging. 
Do you remember, they said, do you 
remember? He kept his own blank. 

Edith was a good loser. “‘ Pug, darling 

come along and listen to that boy play 
the piano. He’s really marvellous.” Pug 
closed a big hand on her arm, and her 
voice trailed back, low but carrying, 
“Pug, don’t steer me that way! How 
many times 

The rest was lost. But that was the 
start. It was a matter of moments before 
she was seated on the piano bench besid¢ 
the boy with the horn-rimmed glasses, 
and he played like one possessed—while 
Pug was pointedly ignored. It was a 
matter of moments, too, before everyone 
there was watching with deepening 
fascination the game she played with 
Pug. 

It was, Roger thought, between 
admiration and exasperation, like the 
game a picador plays with a bull. She 
would plant her darts so lightly, so 
gracefully. She would walk away in the 
middle of something he said to her—she 
would send him for a drink, then accept 
one from some other man. 

Sometimes he cornered her, arguing 
about something, and she would stand, 
barely listening, until her smile drew 
someone else to her, when she would 
lightly sidestep Pug and leave him there. 
His eyes, expressionless under their 
heavy brows, were slowly filling with a 
dangerous glow. 
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Make your lips sing...lift up your face 


Clarion lipstick 


with Clarion, new clear red by DuBarry. i Harmonizing face 


: : powder $1.15 & 
Never before such a wonderful spark Cicada dey vous 


to fire every costume color. See it 
wear it...love it as a blazoning badge 


of all the good days in store for you. 


Ct f Viket/ BEAUTY PREPARATIONS BY RICHARD HUDNUT 


Featured at better cosmetic counters from coast to coast 
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Inevitably, Roger found himself 
watching, and waiting. 

“Why on earth,” Dorothy whispered 
to him once, when they were dancing 
it was to be their last dance that night 
“does he just stand and take it?” 

Roger knew why Pug took it—and he 
felt he was the only man there who did. 
Dorothy, naturally, would be the last 
one to understand it. 

With a sense of shock, he realized that 
Edith didn’t quite understand it, either. 
She was playing with a kind of man she 
had never come up against before—and 
she was fascinated and repelled, without 
knowing why. 

Once, for a flash, Roger had seen her 
glance falter before the hot, concen- 
trated look in those small, deep-set eyes. 

Edith—unsure of herself! Roger had 
a queer urge to warn her of what she 
was up against. For Pug neither under- 
stood nor cared about her moods, het 
caprices—or her moments of tenderness. 

He cared, this bull-like, dogged brute, 
for only one thing possession. It 
showed in his eves, in the slow, waiting 
look that fixed unwaveringly on her. 
Stolidly he pursued her, accepting 
rebuff after rebuff. He wanted her the 
way an animal wants some bright and 
shining thing out of his reach. 

And his patience was growing short. 

It made Roger’s heart strangely 
heavy. Whatever Edith had been or 
had done, she didn’t deserve what she 
would get if Pug once took full posses- 
sion. 

He didn’t realize how inevitably his 
interest had been drawn into the affair, 
until the climax came. Pug had been 
tried once too often. Edith had laughed 
in his face, this time, at something he 
had said—something in a low, warning 
voice. 

Whatever it was she said, nobody ever 
knew. But when she walked away from 
him that time, he went after her, 
slowly, the muscles bunching taut under 
his black jacket. 

He caught her arm up under his and 
led her—almost pulling her—out to the 
dim hall. 

Roger dodged his way through the 
dancers and went after them—but he 
was too late. 

There was the sound—one-two-three 
—of quick hard slaps by a heavy hand 
a scream—then silence. 

Roger was the first one there—and 
took the first punch, but as he went 
down, he dragged Pug with him, In a 
minute, the others rushed in, and Pug 
went down under a pile of arms and legs. 

Edith stood against the wall, her wrist 
pressed against her mouth, her eyes wide 
with shock. 

Everyone crowded in the hallway, 
and Pug’s big legs thrashed, sending the 
men on top of him sprawling. In another 
moment, Roger had Edith lifted over the 
prone tangle. The girls took her up- 
stairs. 

Dot stayed. “Is he out?” she asked 
matter-of-factly. 

Not Pug. He heaved to his feet and 
put a hand to his face. One eye was 
rapidly swelling. 

“Come out and I’Il put a compress on 
it,” Dorothy said. She led Pug off, with 
the big, lowering figure looking more 
than ever like a trained bear, shambling 
after her. 

When she came back, she spoke to 
Roger. “Run up and see how Edith is, 
will you? I’ve put an ice pack on Pug. 
I’ve got to get things smoothed out 





before mother and father come home.” 

Roger went, slowly. The buzz of talk 
had risen high, with the principals off the 
scene, 

One of Edith’s satellites, a thin, 
languid-looking young man with blue. 
black hair said, “No, sir—I didn’t care 
if he weighed a ton. I wasn’t standing 
by and letting him hit any woman,” 

“She had it coming to her, in a way— 
but a guy just can’t do that toa woman.” 

“He could at least wait until they were 
married.” 

They all laughed, then. “Just the 
same—” a small, cocky man insisted, 
“that’s what she needs. You know 
Edith. It would take some strong-arm 
guy to 

Roger pounded up the stairs in furious 
disgust. Know Edith—not one of them 
knew Edith. Not one of them knew 
what a man like Pug would do to her, 

He remembered the way she had 
stood there, with the mark of Pug’s hand 
on her cheek, with horror in her eyes. 
Even then, there had been something 
fasc inated in her eves when she watched 
his enormous bulk heave up 

The other girls had come out of the 
bedroom—Edith must have sent them. 
He paused on the landing while they 
passed him, whispering among them- 
selves. 

Through the open door, he could see 
Edith sitting at a dressing table, pow- 
dering her nose. She looked calm 
enough—but pale. 

He saw her hand drop. She sat silent 
for a long moment, staring at the 
mirror. Then she rose, wrapped her 
shawl around her. 

Roger didn’t speak—didn’t go to her. 
It was perhaps his very last instant of 
rational thinking—of self-preservation. 

He turned, and ran downstairs. 

In the living room, Pug sat on the edge 
of the couch, holding a pad over his eye. 
No one was paying the slightest atten- 
tion to him. He just sat, silent, im- 
movable, until Edith came into the 
room, 

When he saw her, he looked up— 
humble, stricken, wordless, his powerful 
body bent forward slightly at the 
shoulders in inarticulate apology. 

Edith walked up to him as if, Roger 
thought, something made her. Pug got 
to his feet. 

“You can take me home,” she said. 

She walked out—and he followed her. 

The door closed behind them, and the 
cocky little man gave a low whistle. 
“What'd I tell you?” he crowed. “ Break 
them down to your size and they'll 
crawl to you forever.” 

Roger looked at him. “Shut up, you 
ass!”’ he said. 

He went out to the hall after his coat. 
Dorothy didn’t follow him. It was he 
who turned back, his coat over his arm, 
to speak to her. 

“Dot—” He couldn’t seem to get the 
words out clearly. He shook his head. 
“I’m a fool, but I can’t help thinking— 
what might happen to her—” 

“I know,” she said. “1 don’t blame 
you. It’s like being hypnotized, I guess. 

““Dot—you’re so sweet. I never 
meant—” 

“1 don’t blame you,” she said again, 
quietly, “but I don’t ever want to see 
you again, either. Good-by, Roger. I've 
got to go back and get my party going 
now.” 

She turned and left him. 

He drove like fury, and all the way he 

# Continued on page 64 
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Harr-do’s from Hollywood 


UGAR and spice—that’s what movie stars are 


made of. Beauty is the sugar in the recipe. 
Beauty of skin, perfect figure, shining hair—these 
are basic ingredients. Personality is the spice. 
The girls of Hollywood are individualists—they 
set the pace and others follow. You'll seldom find a 
star who’s in the ascendancy capriciously adopting a 
new fad in hair styling without first going into a 


huddle with her hairdresser, her make-up artist and 
her three-sided mirror. Except perhaps in period 
pictures, you won’t find them wearing exotic creations 
or pyramids of curls that may catch the spotlight but 
overshadow the face beneath. 

Hollywood hair-do’s are simple. They’re designed to 
flatter the contours of the face, to play up individual 
charm and character so that it’s the girl herself you 
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Metro-Goldwyn- Mayer 


BY ADELE WHITE 


remember, not the elaborate construction of her 
topknot. 

June Allyson, the girl with the open-faced smile 
above, sets her own hair. She combs it straight back, 
without parting, off her forehead, and then pushes it 
into a slight pompadour—but my, how slight, com- 
pared to the Eiffel Tower arrangements in vogue two 
years ago! 

“The page-boy hair style is still my favorite,” says 
June. “I always wear it this way both on and off the 
screen. I just couldn’t cope with an elaborate coiffure. 
It wouldn’t suit the casual kind of life I lead.” 









No other shampoo leaves 









































your hair so lustrous, 


yet so easy fo manage! 


Romance in the air! Dates in the making! 
And you... looking irresistible 
with shining-smooth hair. There’s 

something about Drene-lovely hair 
that goes straight to a man’s heart. 
“Change your hair-do to match the moods 
of many wonderful evenings,” 
savs famous Cover Girl Madelon Mason. & 


She shows you these alluring hair-dos 





that you can try yourself at home or 
~ ask your beauty shop to duplicate. 
Your hair is so easy to fix. so smooth 
and manageable when you use Drene 
with Hair Conditioning Action. 
No other shampoo leaves your hair 
so lustrous, yet so easy to manage! 





IF HE'S A SOPHISTICATE and loves 
you to look glamorous, try this bril- 
liant upsweep. “I use Drene,” says 
Madelon, “because it leaves my 
hair far more lustrous than any 
soap.” Actually as much as 
33% more lustre! Since Drene 


is not a soap shampoo, it never 
leaves any dulling film on hair 

as all soaps do. The dramatic 
neckline of this Ceil Chapman 
gown sets off this striking hair-do, 
that you can arrange by gathering all 


hair to side-top. tie and divide into twin swirls. 


IF HE PREFERS SPORTS like bowling, hell admire a tailored 
hair-do like this sleek shining braid. “I like to wear a scarf for ac- 
tive games,” says Madelon, “but still show plenty of hair.” Of 





course you'll want to show your hair too, when it’s so lovely. All the 
natural brilliance is revealed by Drene with your first shampoo! 


iS HE THE FIRESIDE TYPE who enjoys records? 





| your hair must be ever so lovely for close 
pection. No unsightly dandruff to spoil your 


rtly groomed look ... not when you're a Drene 








Shampeoe with 
Hair Conditioning Action 


Product of Procter & Gamble 
Made in Canada 


I his simple, graceful hair-do criss-cross 


IC ind hold with jewelled clips 
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THE MOST elaborate hair-do of the group is worn by Mimi Berry. 
It’s up-up-up, all around, and it was designed especially to ac- 
centuate her classic features, her cameo profile, her pretty ears and 
alabaster-white brow. For those who'd like to experiment with this 
becoming style, here are directions straight from Mimi herself. 
“My hair is swept up and back from the temples, just tipping my 
ear. The front short ends are set in tiny curls turned forward. The 
longer front strands are combed smoothly back, set in two deep 
waves and made into a cluster on the crown of my head. This gives 
me added height—which I need. At the back, my hair is combed up 
off the nape of my neck; the right side is turned into a smooth roll 
over the left side (see above) and fastened vertically with a comb.” 
Takes time, yes, but it’s wonderfully effective on Mimi, particu- 
aarly as it gives full play to all the golden highlights of her hair. 





Disciplined or Fly-away 
THE WIND-BLOWN style goes best with fine hair. Ida Lupino has 


very fine hair and an exceptionally small face, so she wears her locks 
short and curly all over her head. ‘‘ But I have to have it cut ex- 
pertly—the cutting can make or ruin the whole effect,” she reports. 
““T have it trimmed once a week and keep it at exactly the right 
length—it mustn’t ever grow too long or it just looks straggly and 
untidy. I have to have a perm. every three months to keep it sufli- 
ciently curly. But the extra time it takes for trimming and perms is 
more than offset by the few seconds it takes each morning to run a 
comb through it and let it fly. No fussing with hairpins, waves or 
curls; no fear that the whole thing will come apart if I sleep without a 
net. Simple? It’s wonderful!” 

“Occasionally, of course, I like to primp a bit, especially for eve- 
ning parties, so I dazzle my friends by going formal with a slick up- 
do. I have my hairdresser put two shallow waves on top of my head 





with dips over each eyebrow; the ends all swept up and tucked in so 
my hair is molded to the shape of my head. Fun for a change!” 

’ As fine hair needs extra care, Ida shuns hard water; instead 
catches rain water, filters it through several layers of cloth into a 
bottle, and makes a liquid shampoo with shavings of castile soap. 





Warner Bros. 
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Here cre the Elizabeth Arden Essentials, the basic 
elements of daily beauty routine, the very foundation of good grooming. 
They represent Cleansing, Refreshing, Smoothing with the incomparable 
Elizabeth Arden Preparations with which every woman can keep herself 
lovely, make herself prettier. If you have never used Elizabeth Arden 
Preparations, here is a thrilling experience for you. They will help you 
keep your skin fresh, clear and lovely. For pleasure in use—for delicious 
fragrance, delightful texture—these essentials are without parallel. 


The best preparations are an economy, you use less .. . they last longer. 


Ardena Cleansirig Cream, 1.25 and 3.50 Ardena Velva Cream Mask 
Ardena Skin Lotion, 1.25 and 2.40 2.50 and 5.75 
Ardena Fluffy Cleansing Cream Ardena All-Day Foundation, 1.25 


1.25 end 3.50 


Ardena Orange Skin Cream 
1.25 and 3.15 Poudre d'illusion, 2.20 and 3.30 


Ardena Feather-Light Foundation, 1.25 


Ardena Special Astringent, 2.75 and 4.40 Cameo Illusion Powder, 2.20 and 3.30 
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AT SMARTEST SHOPS IN EVERY TOWN 
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Feeling a bit tired? Then take a restful, soothing 
Palmolive bath. Yes, whether you prefer a leisurely tub, 
a tingling shower, or a quick partial bath at the wash 
basin, a Palmolive Bath soothes your nerves... relaxes 
tired muscles . . . leaves you thoroughly refreshed! 


Take a Palmolive Bath every day—there’s physical 
and mental relaxation in it for you . . . refreshing clean- 
liness . . . and, yes, soft, smooth skin loveliness . . . 
for Palmolive is made with soothing Palm and Olive Oils, 
two of Nature’s finest skin conditioners. 











Havea softer, smoother skinin 14 days. Try Palmolive’s 
60-Second Massage each time you wash. It's the easy way 
tonew complexion loveliness. 1131 Canadian women have 
proved —right in their own homes—that Palmolive 
Massage can bring you softer, smoother skin in just 14 
days. Start your Palmolive Beauty Massage test the very 
next time you're taking a Palmolive Beauty Bath. 


ASK FOR 


IN THE THRIFTY, GIANT BATH SIZE 9% 
REGULAR SIZE 6¢ 


















In Hollywood 

hair styling is 

an art designed 
to play up 
individual 
beauty and 


personality 
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Up tonight, down tomorrow iid 


VARIETY is part of the spice of personality, so Dolores Moran 
wears her hair two ways—up for evening and down for daytime. 
The studio hair stylist designed the up-do with the idea of toning 
down Dolores’ breadth of brow in relation to her pointed chin. Her 
face is an exact heart shape and an all around up-sweep might make 
her seem top heavy. Bringing the hair down over the nape of the 
neck gives perfect proportions to her face. 

“T have twice as much hair as I need,” she complains, “so I have 
to have it constantly thinned, But in thinning there must never be 
any stubby ends—broken ends show up badly on the screen.” 

Each night her mother brushes Dolores’ hair and you’d hardly 
believe your eyes if you could happen in on them. The starlet gets a 
beauty treatment as well as a scalp massage by lying on her back on 
the bed, her head hanging over the side while the brush is wielded. 
This sends the blood whipping up to her face. It’sa first-rate tonic. 
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Paramount 


PAULETTE GODDARD solves the problem of a too-high brow by 
wearing bangs—regardless of whether bangs are the fashion! It suits 
Paulette’s type and that’s what counts. She’s made her greatest 
success as a wild gypsy rose—a madcap and a gamin. A formal type 
of hair-do would suit her just about as well as a lorgnette. 

Her hair ts naturally heavy and wavy; she takes excellent care of 
it by shampooing every week. Cleanliness and shine are the two es- 
sentials, especially for a brunette, when even a slight dusting of dan- 
druff stands out like a snowstorm. Her hair-do may be simple and 
careless in appearance—but don’t be fooled by that! With casual 
hair styling it’s more important than ever to make fastidious groom- 
ing the first essential in hair care, which includes scalp massage, 
brushing and an occasional oil treatment if exposed to the sun, # 





John’s Wife 


Continued from page 27 


course, known did not affect her. She 
was invulnerable in happiness. 

But she said, “Don’t tell Roy and 
Mr. Darrant. Not yet. It’s silly, but—” 

Mrs. Darrant said, “Darling, isn’t 
that being a little selfish? It means so 
much to us all. No baby could mean 
more to any family ... to all of us. 
Nanny is beside herself with delight. To 
think she’ll be managing the nursery 
once more. She is already getting every- 
thing in order. You won’t have to get, 
anything .. . sofortunate. This dread- 
ful utility stuff . . . that’s why I want 
you to tell Roy. All the things poor dear 
Felicia got ready ... such beautiful 
things. Nanny will see to everything 
and all you have to do is think of the 
baby and take care of yourself.” 

The next time she went to see Dr. 
Manners he said, “Everything is as it 
ought to be. You are avery healthy girl.” 

“I feel very well,” Camilla said. 

The old man had deep-set steady eyes. 
“Then what’s worrying you?” he asked 
suddenly. 

Camilla was slow in answering. “I 
don’t know. I really don’t.” 

Dr. Manners said, “‘Well, just keep 
busy. Carry on with whatever you have 
been doing. Work won’t hurt you. 
You’ve sense enough not to overdo it.”’ 

Camilla laughed. ‘“‘With what I’ve 
been doing! I’ve been doing absolutely 
nothing. I sit on a cushion, and sew a 
fine seam.” 

“Well, that isn’t good for you.” 

“No. I don’t find it so good, either.” 

“Well, when the baby comes, you'll 
have plenty to do,” Dr. Manners said. 

““We have an excellent Nanny in the 
house,” Camilla said. “‘ Waiting to take 
the baby .. .” 


WHEN, ON one of her walks, Camilla 
first saw the little house, she thought 
merely that it was odd to see a house 
empty in that neighborhood. It was not 
until the middle of the night that she 
thought of living in it herself. She 
was awake, wondering (because one’s 
thoughts are often impractical in the 
middle of the night) what it would be 
like if she and John had to live like other 
young couples on his salary, which 
would be nothing grand at first. A small 
house ... only a daily girl to help 
. « « putting the baby to bed when John 
came home from work... and the 
smell of the dinner she had cooked 
herself, and the daily girl bribed to stay 
for the evening, if she and John wished 
to go out... It would be foul, prob- 
ably. They would get on each other’s 
nerves and quarrel. That was the kind 
of thing which moulted the wings of love 
and let marriage down to earth... 

The house agent, too, thought it was 
odd to have a good house to let. He had 
only had it on his books for 48 hours. 
The rental was reasonable, and the 
garden well kept up. 

““A very nice little house indeed; 
you’re lucky,” the agent went on. “The 
bus passes, and that’s the line that goes 
to the Works. You say your husband is 
employed there?” 

The girl who came up to her while 
she was standing at the gate of the little 
house asked her the same question. 

“Most of us around here are at the 
Works,” she said. ‘‘We’ve been wonder- 
ing who'd take this place. It’s rather 
sweet, isn’t it? Mrs. Fenner was a great 


gardener. We’ll miss her. She was the 
moving spirit in our social club, Did you 
know her at all?” 

“No.” Camilla liked the girl and her 
wide friendly smile. . 

“Well, when you’re settled in you'll 
probably find you’ll be asked to take on 
some of Mrs. Fenner’s jobs. We're all 
hoping they’Il go with the house!” 

“IT wouldn’t mind,” Camilla said. “I 
was in an aircraft factory all through the 
war and I did a good bit on the social 
and welfare side.” 

“Splendid! We can certainly use 
you. Well... I’ve dinner to cook. 
We'll watch for your moving day and 


be around to give you a hand. Good 
luck.” 


THE DAY after John got back, she still 
had not told him, and he had only four 
days in England. The next day passed 
and she still kept the secret. She was 
afraid, because she had said to herself 
so many times, “Our whole life together 
depends on John’s attitude to this.” But 
when at last she brought him to see the 
house she was quite casual about it, 
as if it were not very important. 

The rooms were empty, but the walls 
had been freshly color-washed, and the 
garden was trim and neat because she 
had found an old man who had been able 
to work on it a few hours during the 
five weeks she had had “possession.” 

The primrose walls in the room she 
hoped would be her nursery reflected 
the sunshine so that they seemed to be 
standing in light and emptiness. She 
said—her eyes so watchful, while she 
smiled so airily— 

“Of course, it’s not very big, but the 
point is we would be on our own. And 
when you’re home for good, we could 
probably find a larger house to take 
servants and all the rest of it.” 

John’s eyes were fixed on her face. 


“Come clean,” he said very gently. - 


“It’s not simply that you don’t want to 
live with your mother-in-law. You're 
one of the unemployed, aren’t you? 
The peace has thrown you on the 
market and you want a job?” 

She dropped her eyes and said in an 
almost sullen voice: 

“Yes. Ido. I want to run my home 
and look after my own baby and work 
with my neighbors. I suppose I wasn’t 
the type to marry into your family. 
Your mother and your sister and Aunt 
Molly, trying to breathe the breath of 
life back into their idle, narrow, dead, 
exclusive little world ... I’m sorry, 
but they strike me as mentally defec- 
tive.” 

“Stop insulting my relations and 
come here,” John said. 

She came, because she would always 
come, compelled by that magnetism he 
had for her. * 

“Did you think I’d learned nothing at 
all in the last five years? I was ready to 
give you your fling, because you seemed 
to want it so badly. You were tired. All 
you girls have been tired out. But it 
wouldn’t have gone on indefinitely. I’m 
going to work, and . . . sooner or later, 
my pretty, you’d have gone to work 
too.” 

Camilla began to laugh. She said, 
**T’Il wipe the children’s noses and wash 
their clothes and we'll walk out on 
Sundays. And you'll cherish me until 
death does us part.” 

John said, “That’s it. A bit incoher- 
ent but you’ve got the idea.” He framed 
her face in his hands and bent his head. # 
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A Mercury “Shther Slip” is 

sheer loveliness to wear ... . for it is 
tailored to follow your figure line . . . 
sleekly . . . never rides up. 

In satin-smooth Tricot rayon that 
refuses to run . . . tubs daisy fresh. 
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Mercury Mills Ltd., Hamilton, Ontario. 
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MRS. ADOLPHE MENJOU, wife of the suave 
and distinguished screen star and a reign- 
ing beauty in her own right. 


says: 






“In lipsticks, Tangee Gay-Red 
is the hit-color of Hollywood!” 





In Hollywood—city of beautiful women—Tangee’s newest color creation in 


lipsticks... Gay-Red...has made a sensational success. Stars and starlets... 





CONSTANCE LUFT HUN, Head of 
the House of Tangee and one of 
America’s foremost authorities on 
beauty and make-up, Mrs. Huhn is 
the creator of that exciting new lip- 
stick color, Tangee Gay-Red and of 
Tangee Petal-Finish Cake Make-U pas 
well as many other cosmetic triumphs. 


members of the motion picture colony... agree that this is the lipstick shade 


to make lips look young and gay! 
x kK kK x 


At last...a perfect cake make-up! Some cake make-ups you’ve used are 
good in one way...some in another... but the new Tangee Petal-Finish 
Cake Make-Up is ideal in every way. It’s easy to apply—stays on for extra 
hours—is designed to protect the skin —and does not give you that wearing- 


a-mask look. 


Use and see how Le uiiial vou can be 
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Pain? 


es cd 


NOT WHILE THERE'S 


MIDOL!” 





THIS MONTH, give Midol a 
chance to keep you brighter . . . 
more active... enjoying life at 
the time when menstruation’s 
functional cramps, headache 
and “blues” might have you 
miserable. 

Take Midol at the first twinge 
of pain. See how swiftly it acts 
to relieve your suffering. And 
trust these effective tablets; 
Midol’s comfort does not de- 
pend on opiates. Millions of 
girls and women rely on it regu- 
larly as a “periodic pick-up.” 


2 Ask for Midol at any drugstore 


DOL 


Used more than 
all other products offere d exclusively 


to relieve menstr ial suffe ring 


CRAMPS - HEADACHE - BLUES 





Our mixture of House Plant Seeds comprises 
15 or more varieties and has been specially 
prepared to give a range of widely contrasting 
types, all easily grown in the house. We cannot 
give a list of varieties or undertake to include 
any particular sort as the list changes from 
time to time. A real money-saver for anyone 
wanting yi House Plants. Plant now. 
(Pkt 15c) (2 Pkts 25) postpaid. 


FREE—OUR BIG 1946 SEED AND 
NURSERY BOOK—Leads Again gow 


DOMINION SEED HOUSE -_ GEORGETOWN, ONT. 


, | played in a class play once, children. | 


« o E 
j| They never wanted anybody to have | 
any glory. As if mother’s old class play 
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Mr. Martin chuckled. “Your mother 


Remember, Bee? I think that was the 
night I fell in love with you.” 

Winnie swallowed the lump of dis- 
appointment in her throat. This family. 


was anything like this special class play 
this start of her career. 


THE FOLLOWING day Winnie did not 

hurry home from school. When you are | 
about to embark upon a great adven- 
ture, you approach it slowly. You don’t 
even talk about it. You let Jiggers and 
Toots and Helen talk as you walk along 
together. Toots and Helen and Winnie r 


had put their names down for the try- 
out of the lead in the class play. Jiggers 
was going to try for the comedy part. 
Jiggers probably would get that. But 
Toots and Helen were going to be out of 
luck. They wouldn’t be sorry, though, 
when they saw how Winnie would hold 
the play together, put the part over, and 
make it a success. They would be proud 
they knew her. In future years they 
would be prouder still. 

Because this wasn’t a passing thing. | 
It wasn’t like the time when she was 10 | 
and had decided to be an acrobat after | 
the circus came to town. She had broken 
her arm on the horizontal bar when she 
was practicing a backward knee roll. 
Nor like the time she was going to be a 
famous artist. Her Red Cross poster 
had been chosen as one of 10 to go on 
display in the store windows downtown. 
And then old Miss Jones had given her a 
“C” in drawing. Besides, there wasn’t 
anything interesting around Rossville 
to paint, anyhow. 

And it wasn’t like her desire to be a 
great author which had ended last 
month with an essay she entered in a 
city-wide contest. She might still be 
looking forward to a prize if her father 
had helped her. She never could do | 
better than Esther Young who got 


higher grades in composition than she 

did. Esther’s father always wrote most | . 

of her things for her. There was no ° o 
advantage at all in having a father who | AL } 


was practically an editor on a paper 
when he always said, “‘I’Il be glad to talk 
them over with you, Winnie, but | 
won’t write them. That’s your job.” 
But it didn’t matter now because all 
that was childish stuff—behind her. 


f 
A 
‘ 


Vidafilm is different. It is cake make-up in liquid form. 
Unlike other cake make-ups, it is not drying .. . 
doesn’t give you that “masky” look and feeling! 
: oe Unlike other liquids, it is true cake make-up and 
Jiggers and Toots and Helen came to ; ‘ a. 
sla iain cans a talon iN i he Tal contains no oil—doesn’t give you that greasy look! 
with a “S’long. Be seein’ yuh,” and 
Winnie proceeded alone. She had kept 
her secret. She hadn’t told the girls 
about Aunt Lucia. But she didn’t want 
to probe too deeply as to why. She knew 
she might discover that it looked sort of 
sneaky to be practicing up for a part and 
not let the girls in on it. And then 
again—and this baffled her—her mother 
had said, *“‘Please don’t talk about it 
outside.” And her mother had told her 
father that Aunt Lucia was a disgrace. 
Aunt Lucia didn’t look like a disgrace. 
She looked like a painting. She was 
lying on the sofa with the flowered slip- 


You don’t have to be an expert to get expert results 
with Vidafilm. Just blend it on with fingers for a 
radiantly lovely, fresh, more natural looking 
make-up than you’ve ever worn! 

Take this simple short cut to glamour— 


start your way to Vidafilmy loveliness today. 


Four flattering shades, $? a bottle at drug and department stores. 


VIDAFILM 


, cake make-up 


cover, and she was wearing a dazzling 
green housecoaty thing. Her feet wer 
bare except for slippers without heels or 
toes—just a green strap with red jewels 
in it. Her toenails were very red and 


matched the fingernails on the hand A VITA-RAY PRODUCT 
Aunt Lucia held out to Winnie. W innie By the makers of famous Vita-Ray 
stoc rd quite still, staring at Aunt I ucia’s | Cream, Powder, Lipstick, Rouge 
and other beauty aids. 


bracelets and rings. ce 
Mrs. Martin was sitting in her low VITA-RAY (Canada) LIMITED 
| Toronto, Ontario 


chair with her darning basket beside | 
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WHY CAN’T MARRIAGE 
BE LIKE THE MOVIES? 


The movies usually wind up with a 
happy ending. But Bill and Joan 
couldn’t seem to patch up their 
troubles. She didn’t realize that 
their fights were her fault! She 
thought she knew about feminine 
hygiene. She didn’t know, though, 


Like a movie romance come true— 
that’s how their marriage is now! 
Joan blesses her doctor for that 
advice ...uses “Lysol” in the 
douche every time. How right the 
doctor was when he said “‘‘Lysol’ is 
a proved germ-killer. It cleanses 





that ‘“‘now-and-then” care isn’t 
enough! Later, at her doctor’s, she 
learned the truth when he warned, 
“‘Never be a careless wife.’ He 
recommended that she always use 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant for 
douching. 





thoroughly yet gently.” Just follow 
directions—see how well “Lysol” 
works! It’s far more dependable 
than salt, soda or other homemade 
solutions. So easy to use, eco- 
nomical, too. Try it for feminine 
hygiene. 


Check these facts with your Doctor 


Proper feminine hygiene tory control...farmore FREE! a Ssenlieds 


thoroughly with correct 
“Lysol” solution ...every 


**Lysol’s’’ greater spread- 





care is important to the dependable than home- 
happiness and charm of made solutions. Nom- Feminine Hygiene, send 
every woman. So, douche ¢gystie —‘‘Lysol” douch- pestened to Lehn & 

ing solution is non-irritat- 


in plain envelope about 


ink (Canada) 
Ltd., Department 


time! Pewerful cleanser — se not harmful to vaginal M. H., Liberty 
ssues. 


ing power meansit reaches directions. Cleanly odour Hanna Ave., 
more deeply, into folds —-disappears after use; Toronto I, 
and crevices to search out deodorises. More women 


Follow easy Bidg’s., 37 


Ontario. 


germs. Proved germ-killer use “‘Lysol”’ for feminine 
—iuniform strength, made hygiene than any other 


under continued labora- method. 





Copyright, Lehn & Fink (Canada) Ltd. 





For Feminine Hygiene use . 


“LYSOL” is the registered trade-mark of Lehn 
& Fink (Canada) Limited and any use thereof 
in connection with products not made by it 


constitutes an infringement thereof. tesor mane 


atersiente 






Brand Disinfectant 


every time! 





Time: Karly Spring 


Continued from page 5 


paid it back. And you work so hard for 
your money.” 

Winnie was getting tingles up and 
down her spine, and she couldn’t keep 
still any longer. 

“Who is coming?” she demanded. 
“Aunt Lucia?” 

Her parents whirled. 

“Winnie,” her mother said. “I wish 
you'd stop sneaking in on people, listen- 
ing to conversations. Please take your 
hand off the woodwork and, honey, 
don’t stand with one toe on top of the 
other like that. When will you learn?” 
Then, in quick remorse, she threw an 
arm around Winnie’s shoulder. “Yes, it’s 
Aunt Lucia, and I’m upset. Run along 
and wash your hands and set the table. 
And forget what you’ve heard. Don’t 
tell Jackie and Peter; let me tell them.” 

Wasn’t that just like her mother, 
Winnie thought. 
most superwonderful thing that could 
happen to Winnie. But then, Mrs. 
Martin didn’t know that only today her 
daughter had decided upon her life’s 
calling. Winnie was going to be a famous 
actress. At school they had announced 
the try-outs for the play, and Winnie 
was going to play the lead. Well, that 
is, she would have a chance to play the 
lead — particularly 
now that Aunt Lucia 
was coming. Aunt 
Lucia would teach 
her all the trade 
secrets. Aunt Lucia 
had once been mar- 
ried to an actor. She 
had acted, herself, in 
a Broadway play. 
She had sent 
Winnie’s mother a 
program, and 
Winnie still had it 
in her box of trea- 
sures. She could see 
itnow: A maid... 
Lucia Garrett. It was 
too bad Aunt Lucia 
divorced the actor 
before she got to be 
a star. Her next 
husband was in oil, and they travelled 
so much Aunt Lucia did not get to act 


Upset over the very 


bitter, 


panes 


remains! 


any more. 

Winnie placed the knives and forks 
on the table with a definite flourish. 
She saw it printed: A maid... 
Winnifred Martin. 

Actually the whole thing was exactly 
like her mother. Her mother simply 
could not understand people who wanted 
to be different. Take their house—a 
white clapboard bungalow with lace 
panels at the windows on a street of 
white clapboard bungalows with lace 
panels at the windows. Take the time 
her mother made a slipcover for the 
living room sofa, and then helped her 
best friend, Mrs. Heald, make one just 
like it, only with yellow roses. Take the 
clothes she bought for Winnie. Sweaters 
and skirts, sweaters and skirts. Over 
and over again. Just exactly like all the 
other girls’ sweaters and skirts. And 
the dancing school dresses. She made 
them with Junior Swank patterns, and 
at least four identical dresses showed 
up at every dancing class, 

And take her father—maybe he 
would be another Walter Winchell 
instead of rewrite man on the Siar, the 
Rossville paper, if her mother didn’t 


AGE : 
AUE 
By PAULINE HAVARD 


Age is a goblin with sharp eyes 
Who crouches in the wayside grass, 
And waits to*capture by surprise I 
Each unsuspecting lad and lass. 
A face,ionce lineless as a petal, 
Becomes a dry and crinkled leaf, 
While dust of age begins to settle 
In hearts perceiving Time is brief! 


Lest in old age we should grow 
Let us preserve the precious spark, 
Till minds, ignoring Age’s fetter, 


Become: their own stars in the dark! 
Till eyes, though old, are lighted 


In which the warmth of Youth 


make him keep on wearing grey suits and 
blue striped ties, and keep making him 
come home to a white clapboard bunga- 
low. Things like that. 

At dinner Winnie could see that her 
mother had got hold of herself and was 
trying to put a bright face on the matter. 
She was telling Winnie’s brothers, 
Jackie, eleven, and Peter, nine, about 
Aunt Lucia. She was making a mess of 
it. The boys couldn’t remember Aunt 
Lucia; it had been five years since sh« 
had visited them. But why couldn’t her 
mother say, “We are going to have an 
important visitor—an actress, a woman 
of the world, a resident of Paris 
Aunt Lucia had lived two months in 
Paris with her oil husband—‘and New 
York. You boys keep yourselves clean, 
your mouths shut, and take advantage 
of her wide experience.” 

Instead, her mother was saying, 
“Your Aunt Lucia says she’s not well 
almost a breakdown. You 
children will have to keep very quiet. 


nervous 


And do remember that she is not like 
the rest of us. Her life has been strange, 
so don’t pay much attention to what she 
says. We are different. There were six 
children in our family, and Lucia was 


+ 


different from all of us. We used to 
wonder where she got some of her ideas.” 

Mr. Martin looked up from his pot 
roast. “Let me sec > he began. ‘“‘ Were 
there brush salesmen in those days?” 

‘**Thad!’’ Mrs. 
Martin’s face turned 
pink. “The chil- 
dren!” 

Winnie looked at 
her father. This was 
one of his failings. 
He never could keep 
on the subject. No 
wonder he wasn’t a 
W inchell. 

“*Couldn’t we send 
the boys away, 
mother?” Winnie 
asked hopefully. 
“Mrs. Heald could 
keep them. Then 
Aunt Lucia could 
have a room to 
hers« i 

“Of course we 
couldn’t Mrs. Mar- 
“Your Aunt Lucia will 
take us as she finds us. She can share 


tin answered. 
your room with you. That’s a good 
bed in there.” 

There it goes again, Winnie thought; 
A good 


bed. As if a great woman merely wanted 


that’s all mother knows about. 


a good bed. But it would be fun to share 
a room with Aunt Lucia, like the times 
Jiggers or Toots came to spend the night 
in’ the other twin bed. She shivered 
with delight. She felt so gor id, she had to 
tell them. 

“Do you know what?” she asked 
abruptly. “I’m going to have the leading 
part in the class play,” 

“T don’t 
“She’s making it up.” 

“Why, Jackie,” Mrs. Martin put in 
swiftly. “I believe it, and I think it’s 
very nice. Be sure and speak distinctly, 
dear; | never did like plays where I 
couldn’t 


believe it,” Jackie said. 


understand what was said. 
And if Lucia is very sick, I’ll move you 
into the boys’ room.” ; 

Winnte on the 


” 


“Imagine old fat 
stage,” Peter began. “Old fat 

“She’s not fat, Peter,’? Mrs. Martin 
corrected. - “‘She’s just chunky now. 
She'll slim out as she grows older, We 
could move the army cot In and 


lees 
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NO DULL 
DRAB HAIR 


When You Use This Amazing 


4 Purpose Rinse 


In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON 
will do all of these 4 important things 
to give YOUR hair glamour and beauty: 
1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses away shampoo film. 
3. Tints the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 
LOVALON does not permanently dye 
or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, 
in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON. 
At stores which sell toilet goods 


35¢ for 5 rinses - 
15¢ for 2 rinses 


the hair as it Rinses a 








With 


MERCOLIZED 


WA X CREAM 


The thin outer layer of skin called "the 
scarf skin" has little or no blood nourish- 
ment. It is the oldest of skin layers, and 
without much resistance can become dis- 
colored, drab and weathered. The action 
of Mercolized Wax Cream on this skin 
surface is a DELIGHTFUL SURPRISE. An 
appearance of new skin beauty results—a 
soft glowing freshness and radiance that 
can be.the envy of everyone. Thousands 
of women have used Mercolized Wax 
Cream for years. Thousands of others 
will THRILL at discovering what it may 
do for them. Use only as directed. 


SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT POWDER helps oily 
skin look fresher and better. Just dissolve Sax- 
olite Powder in one-half pint witch hazel and 
pat on skin daily. It tightens surface skin by 
temporary contraction and leaves the skin feel- 
ing delightfully refreshed. 


Sold at Cosmetic Counters Everywhere. 








for TONSILITIS 


. ++ Sore Throat... Bronchitis... spas- 

modic Croup ... Whooping Cough... 

Coughs... Colds... afew drops is a dose. 
50c & $1.50 





| Lucia wrote out the message. Winnie 
was shaking from excitement. She 
whispered all the time Aunt Lucia was 
writing. She told about the play at 
school, and Aunt Lucia said, “Yes, 
sure,” when Winnie asked her to coach 
her in the part. Aunt Lucia was even 
more wonderful than Winnie had 
dreamed she could be. 


She let 


| bank, and there was $1.76. 


| herself out of the house quietly, and | 


| flew down the street on her bicycle. Her 


teeth chattered, but she didn’t feel cold. 


| Somehow, the miraculous fur coat was 


wrapped snugly about her. 
She didn’t intend to read the message, 


but the man took so long going over it, | 


she couldn’t help herself. It wasn’t to 
the oil husband; it was to Arthur some- 
thing or other. Arrived safely. It won't 
be long now. Love. 


AUNT LUCIA was as good as her word 
about helping Winnie get ready for the 
try-out. She put a book on Winnie’s 
head and told her how to walk around 
the living room. She took her hands 


and shook them up to the shoulders until | 


it hurt. 

“Loosen up, Winnie,” 
““You’re too wooden.” 

For three days she showed Winnie 
how to sit down without jerking, and 
then stand up again. And Winnie jerked 
every time she tried it. Her mother 
found an old book with a play in it, 
and Winnie read the lines out loud to her 
mother and Aunt Lucia. 

“Speak distinctly, dear, and just be 
your natural self,” her mother told her. 

Aunt Lucia said, “‘Hold up your head, 


she 


said. 


and throw your chest out. Don’t stand | 


| with your toes like that.” 


| swiftly. 


| didn’t care. 


And none of it did any good. After 
school, after the try-outs were over, 
after Winnie had failed, she came home 
She cut around to the side of 
the house and climbed the rope ladder 
to the tree house. She cherished a vague 
idea that she would never come down 
again. She would stay there always. 
Always and always. But when it began 


| to grow dark she looked over the side 


toward the dining room windows. She 
could see the family going in to dinner 
and she knew she might as well go in and 
face them. 

She slid into her vacant chair, and 
everybody seemed to know all about 
everything without her ever saying a 
word, 

“I told you you were too wooden,” 


Aunt Lucia said. “You wouldn’t listen | 


to me.” 

Winnie glared at the boys, daring 
them to speak, but for a wonder they 
were silent. 

“It was probably a matter of the 
wrong part for Winnie,” her mother said. 


“Perhaps next year they will have a | 


better one, and she can be practicing in 
the meantime.” 

Next year! Winnie’s eyes smarted. 
Why, next year was forever away. 


“They caught those four bank robbers | 


down in Bardstown today,” her father 
began. 


Winnie thought, “That’s father again. | 


Off the subject.” But this time it was 
kind of nice. It made everybody stop 
thinking about her and looking at her. 
And she couldn’t, simply couldn’t, bear 
this shame in front of Aunt Lucia. The 
rest of the family didn’t matter. They 
They were content to be 


| plain old citizens of plain old Rossville. 


Winnie shook the money from her pig | 
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No need for words. 

touch of a woman’s hand...soft as” 
a whisper...smooth as a love 

_ yric—such hands are 
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COAST-TO-COAST TESTS PROVE IT — AMAZING LANOLINE-ENRICHED HINDS 
HONEY & ALMOND CREAM GIVES INSTANT SMOOTHNESS IN 95% OF CASES 





Canadian women from coast to coast are 
praising the way Hinds keeps ever-busy 
hands smooth, white and lovely. In 
Saskatoon, Miss M. Brown, 11 Bell 
Block, says, “‘In just 30 seconds my 
hands felt softer, more velvety, with 
Hinds. . . smooths in without any sticky 
after-effects, too."’ Mrs. Clayton Krug, 
519 Hunter St., Peterborough, Ont., has 


Make this sensational 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! / 


Make the fest on your own hands. 
If you aren't 100% satisfied, return 
the bottle to your dealer and get 
| YOUR MONEY BACK! That's how 
sure we are that you'll say Hinds 
is the grandest lotion “you've 
ever used | 


Hinds 


HONEY & ALMOND CREAM 





30-second test yourself... / 


this to say about Hinds, ‘“This creamy 
Hinds beats anything I've ever used. Not 
only for my hands. . . but wonderful for 
elbows, knees, and children’s chapped 
skin.” And from Mrs. J. McKay, 2543 
Scott St., Vancouver, B.C., we again 
hear praise of the lanoline-enriched 
Hinds—"‘It’s amazing .. . the way Hinds 
dries so quickly. I find it makes a grand 
powder base, too.” 



















Copyright Lehn & Fink (Canada) Ltd, 
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* ease 
that pain of 


COLD 
EATHER 
OINTS 





%* Help increase the flow of 
nature’s own lubricating fluids! 


Does bitter winter weather 
make your joints sore and 
stiff—almost creak with pain? 
Here’s the reason: Cold 
weather actually constricts 
tiny blood vessels cutting 
down the supply of nature’s 
own lubricating fluids to 

your joints—that’s why they 
creak, and feel stiff. But 

rub those aching joints with 
Absorbine Jr. and your local 
circulation speeds up. That 
wonderful “warmth” helps 
those tiny blood vessels feed 
your joints with more 
lubricating fluids—and 
you feel grand! Keep 
Absorbine Jr. handy 
at all times. $1.25 
at your drug: 


store. 







W. F. Young, Inc. 
Lyman House, 
Montreal. 








her, and she said: ‘Come on in, Winnie. 
This is your Aunt Lucia, dear. You 
remember her, don’t you?” 

Aunt Lucia said, ‘‘Good heavens, Bee, 
how old is the girl? You feel 
positively ancient to have such a big 
child.” 

“I feel wonderful,” Winnie’s mother 
said. 

Winnie dropped her books on the 
floor and sat down on a chair near the 
sofa. If a nervous breakdown could 
make you look like this, she decided, she 
would have one as soon as she was 
famous. 


must 


Aunt Lucia was very pale, and her | 


eyes—blue, they were, like Winnie’s— 
looked enormous. There were shadows 
all around them, but she didn’t look sick. 

Aunt Lucia studied Winnie. “She’s 
got good facial lines, Bee,” she said at 
length. “I like her hair, only you should 
do it differently. It’s ash blond like 
mine used to be. You must take care 
of it.” 

“One hundred strokes a night,” Mrs 
Martin said, jamming the darning ball 
down into a sock. “And it’s nice, 
pleasant colored hair like yours used to 
be. Winnie, I put some oatmeal cookies 
and some milk on the kitchen table 
for you.” 

Winnie wished her mother wouldn’t 
be like that. Aunt Lucia’s hair was a 
tawny gold now. And Winnie wasn’t an 
infant; she knew it got that way at the 
hairdresser’s. 

“Later,” she said, still drinking Aunt 
Lucia in. Then, “How long are you 
going to stay with us?” 

Well!’ When Aunt Lucia said that, 
something happened to her eyes and 
they got small and bright. “How long 
do you want me to stay?” 

“Oh, for ages and ages,” Winnie 
breathed, and then Aunt Lucia laughed 
and looked the same again. 

Mrs. Martin said, ““You’ve made 
another conquest, Lucia.” 

“How about the boy friends, Winnie? 
Have you got one special one?” 

Winnie grinned and said, “Uh-uh,” 
and her mother snapped, “Stop putting 
ideas into the child’s head, Lucia. She’s 
only 14 and there’s lots of time for 
boys.” Then to Winnie, “The milk will 
get warm if you leave it out too long.” 

It wasn’t exactly Winnie’s fault if she 
heard all about Aunt Lucia’s troubles 
when she was taking the dishes off after 
dinner. Hadn’t her mother tried to 
teach her not to make any clatter while 


| she worked? The boys had been bundled 





off to their room, and her mother and 
father and Aunt Lucia were talking 
things over in the living room and not 
being at all quiet about it. Aunt Lucia 
had dressed for dinner in a black, slinky 
gown that made her look delicate and 
pale. It wasn’t nice of her father to 
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whisper to her mother in the kitchen, | 
“Nervous breakdown, my eye. Shake- | 


down is more like it.” 

Winnie found out that Aunt Lucia’s 
husband, the oil man, was very cruel to 
her. He wouldn’t give her money or 
alimony or a settlement. And besides 
he was years and years older than she 
was and it was like burial alive to stay 
married to him. Particularly when there 
was this handsome man from Hollywood 
who was mad about her and wanted to 
marry her. No telling what he might do 
to himself if he didn’t get her. No, he 
wasn’t exactly in the movies, he was in 
Publicity. But she couldn’t go to him 
for money, could she? And the rich oil 
man wouldn’t give her a cent. 


for women who 
get impatient 





with belts, pins 
and pads! 





THE ANSWER IS TAMPAX—whether you're 
impatient because you're busy and 
active, or careful and fastidious, or 
just plain vain. . . . When you wear 
Tampax, the difference is amazing. 
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Winnie almost cried into the salts and 
peppers because her parents were being 
so stubborn about it—so small-town 
Rossvillish. They were telling Aunt 
Lucia that this was her third husband 
and she should know men better by now, 
considering that she had eloped when 
she was 17. She had a husband and a 
roof over her head and she ought to 
know when she was well off. It was 
wonderful to Winnie the patience Aunt 
Lucia had with them. She didn’t get 
mad, not once. Not even when her 
father said: 

“If you need money so badly, why 


don’t you sell one of those rocks you’re 


wearing?” 

Aunt Lucia made a little whimper. 
‘Oh, Thad, I never was so humiliated in 
They’re paste—phonies. | 
never dreamed it. I couldn’t get $10 
for the lot of them. I tried.” 

Winnie knew she couldn’t stay in the 
dining room any longer now that the 
table was cleared, and she went into 
the kitchen. She took off her wrist 
watch to wash the dishes, and made a 
quick calculation. It wasn’t paste. It 
was solid gold. It would bring more 
than $10. There was her cameo ring 
too, and her pig bank. That had been 
heavy the last time she tested it. She 
had heard her father say something that 
sounded like how could he save $1,000 
with three kids? This wouldn’t be 
$1,000 but it would help. 


Upstairs, she found that her things 
had been shoved to one side of her 
dressing table, and the other side held a 
magnificent array of jars and bottles. 
Her whole bedroom smelled like Aunt 
Lucia. When she opened her closet, she 
found her clothes pushed to one end of 
the rod, and Aunt Lucia’s hanging in 
front. The closet, too, smelled like 
Aunt Lucia. And there, before her eyes, 
was a wonderful fur coat. Mink. Winnie 
knew it was mink. She laid her face 
against it, and wrapped it around her 
where it hung. A mink coat! In her 
closet! 

It was hard work to stay awake in the 
dark until Aunt Lucia came up to bed, 
but she did it. She kept her face to the 
wall until Aunt Lucia finished fussing 


| with the creams and things, and turned 


out the light. 


“Aunt Lucia,” Winnie whispered. 


| “Are you sleepy?” 


“Te 

“T’m awful glad you’re here.” 

“Are you? Good night.” 

“Good night . . . Aunt Lucia, 
your fur coat. It’s mink, isn’t it?” 

“Yeah. Good night.” 

“Would you care if I tried it on in the 
morning? I’ve never tried on a mink 
coat.” 

“Sure, anything you like. Say 
Aunt Lucia sat up in bed, turned on the 
light. “If you’re so wide awake, maybe 
you'd do something for me. I might let 
you wear the fur coat some time if you 
would,” 

Winnie sat up too. “Me? Wear a fur 
coat? Oh, Aunt Lucia, I’d do anything 
for you.” 

“Have you got a 
Lucia asked. “‘My 
stairs. | want to send a telegram, and | 
don’t want to phone it from here. You 
your parents don’t understand, and 
my friend is worried about me. Is it 
far to the telegraph office?” 

“Not on my bike.” 

Aunt Lucia and Winnie got out of 
bed, and while Winnie dressed, Aunt 


I saw 


” 


dollar?” Aunt 


my purse is down- 


see 


€ 
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THE REMAINDER of the morning 
passed in a delightful haze for Winnie, 
and at noon she took her lunch box and 
went home. There was only one thing 
more that could make the day the most 
superwonderful day in the world. 
Hadn’t Aunt Lucia said she would let 
her wedr the fur coat sometime? And 
wasn’t today that time—the most 
perfect time of all eternity? 

No one was home when she got there, 
and she took the key out from under the 
doormat and let herself in. She shouted 
around the house, anyhow, just to make 
sure. She wanted to tell her mother— 
tell everyone in the family—what had 
happened to her. She opened her lunch 
and nibbled at it at the kitchen table. 
Then she suddenly recalled her father 
had said something about mecting her 
mother and Aunt Lucia at the bank. 
Yes, but surely they’d be back soon, 

She took the coat from the closet and 
tried it on again. She stood in front of 
the mirror and spoke the words of her 
essay as far as she could remember. 
They sounded ringing coming from a girl 
ina fur coat. It didn’t matter if it was a 
sort of warm day, you could'nt tell about 
early spring, [t might turn chilly. 

When it was 10 minutes to one o’clock, 
Winnie knew panic. It would be just 
like her mother to keep Aunt Lucia 
downtown for lunch today. The biggest 
day of her life and they wouldn’t get 
home in time. She walked onto the 
front porch and waited. She heard the 
clock strike one o’clock, and she made 
up her mind. She’d wear the coat, 
anyhow—without permission. Aunt 
Lucia had promised her she could wear 
it, hadn’t she? 

She walked down the street, letting 
the mink coat swish out behind her 
luxuriously. She held up her hand and 
looked at her cameo ring. She had put 
that on, too, for the occasion. And then 
she got the idea—the big idea. She 
would be late anyhow, and she’d been 
waiting for a chance to do this for Aunt 
Lucia. She’d swing around by Mr. 
Hill’s, the jeweller downtown, and sell 
the ring today. Her ring and her wrist 
watch. Who would notice that she 
wasn’t wearing any jewellery with the 
mink coat on? 

She thrust her hands deep into the 
pockets and swirled the-coat around her. 
Then she felt the small chamois bag 
pinned to the inside of the pocket. She 
stopped and unpinned it, and pulled out 
what it held. It was the ring with the 
big phony diamond that Aunt Lucia 
wore the first day. The one she couldn’t 
get $10 for. Thinking about it, Winnie 
bet that Mr. Hill would give her more 
than $10 for it. Probably poor Aunt 
Lucia went to some place where they 
didn’t know her and they tried to cheat 
her. People did that to people in the big 
cities. 

Mr. Hill said, “Hello, Winnie, what’s 
up? Why aren’t you in school?” He 
didn’t seem to notice the fur coat. 

Winnie pulled off her ring 
handed it to him along with her wrist 
watch. “I need some money, Mr. Hill. 
How much can you give me for these?” 

She felt funny now that Mr. Hill had 
them in his hand. She was awfully fond 
of both of them. Mother and father 
had given her the ring the time when she 
had diphtheria, and the wrist watch 
was their present last Christmas. 

Mr. Hill was busy examining them 
with an eyeglass, and he asked, “How 
much do you need?” 


and 


“As much as you'll pay.” 

He looked up. “How about $15?” 

2 “T’ll take it,” she answered swiftly. | 
She felt successful and bold. She took 
the phony ring out of her pocket. “And 
how much will you pay for this?” 

Mr. Hill turned it to the light and 
studied it for a moment, his brow 
puckered. Then he looked at Winnie. 
“Where did you get this, Winnie?” 

“My—my aunt gave it to me.” 

He handed it back to her. “You 
shouldn’t be carrying this around, 
child,” he said. “This is the real thing. 
I couldn’t buy this from you.” 

“It’s paste—phony,” Winnie said. 

But Mr. Hill made her take it. “I 
don’t need t6 look again.” Then he got 
$15 out of the cash drawer and gave it to 
her. “Better put that ring in a safe place 
until you get home. It’s worth a lot of 
money, Winnie,” he said. 

Winnie went toward school, pinning 
the ring back in the pocket as she went. 
She couldn’t quite understand it all, 
but she was sure the ring wasn’t a 
phony now. Aunt Lucia would be 
mighty glad to hear that. Mr. Hill was 
an honest man. Aunt Lucia would have 


plenty of money for her divorce and | 


everything. She began to run. She ran 
all the way to school and the coat got 
heavier and hotter. 

The bells were clanging and the kids 
were changing classes when she got 
there. 


But she was in plenty of time for 
assembly, and she’d be all right as soon 
as she got her breath. She bent over the 
drinking fountain in the hall, and then 
she heard Aunt Lucia’s voice. 

“There she is! That’s my coat!” 

Her mother and Aunt Lucia were 
beside her now. Her mother said, 
“Quietly, Lucia. Let me take care of 
this.” 

But Aunt Lucia said, “Oh, indeed! 


The halls were crowded. She'd | 
missed French and Algebra entirely. | 





You’re in on this. You gave her permis- | 
sion to wear it. Otherwise, how did you | 


know it was Winnie who took it?” 

“T saw her lunch box in the kitchen,” 
Winnie’s mother said. “And please, 
let’s get out of the hall. We’re making a 
scene.” 


They were. Winnie looked up to see 
her schoolmates gathering in a crowd, 
grinning—because Aunt Lucia wasn’t | 
keeping quiet, and she was tugging at | 


the beautiful mink coat. She tugged 
until she pulled it off and then she ran 
her hand down into the pocket. 
“Thank heaven, it’s safe,” she said. 
Her mother had turned to the crowd. 


“Everything is all right, children,” she | 


told them. “‘We thought we had lost 
something, but Winnie has been keeping 
it safe for us.” 

Winnie was ready to cry with the 
shame and disgrace of it. What was the 
matter with Aunt Lucia? Did she think 
Winnie was a thief? And acting like a 
zombie where all her friends could see. 
And then she remembered something. 

“Oh, Aunt Lucia,” she said. “Your 
ring isn’t a phony. It’s real. Mr. Hill, 
our jeweller, said it was the real thing.” 

There was a little hush, and Winnie 
saw her Aunt Lucia’s face go white and 
red before her hand came up and struck 
Winnie across the mouth. 


“What are you saying, you little | 


liar?” Aunt Lucia demanded. “What 

are you trying to do?” 
Winnie couldn’t answer, 

mother answered for her. 
“That was unforgivable, Lucia,” her 


but her 
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Now! See what 
effective gentle 
relief really means 


Millions know how Phillips’ Milk of 
Magnesia relieves heartburn, gas and 
fullness dueto acid indigestion. Phillips’ 
is just as well-known for its remarkably 
effective, gentle relief of constipation. 
Just take 2 to 4 tablespoonfuls with 
water at bedtime. You'll be thrilled 
with the way it helps you start each day 
feeling gloriously alive and bright. 
What’s more, Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
is acknowledged by science one of the 
fastest neutralizers of excess stomach 
acidity known! Ask for genuine Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia at your drug store 
today. Keep it on hand always .. . 
remember 
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Sun-faded, grey streaks vanish in a jiffy when 
Jumbo Hair Pencil, the temporary colour stick, 
is applied lightly to the hair wherever needed. Skillfully 
blended in light, medium and dark brown, 
blonde, brunette or auburn, Ogilvie Sisters’ 
Jumbo Hair Pencil lends safe, natural colour that’s easy 
to shampoo away! For glowing, last-minute 
grooming, smooth on a bit of Creme Set 
and a touch of a lovely Hair Fragrance. 











Ogilvie Sisters Hair Preparations available 
at better Department and Drug Stores 







Canadian Distributors 


LILLICO LIMITED 


380 Adelaide St. West, Toronto 
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The safe way to safety 


- « « There is a bottle like this, 
and in regular use, in the office 


of defence against puerperal 
infection. How easy and how 
wise for you to learn from the 
hospital. Whenever infection 
threatens in your own home, 
take the safe way to safety — use 
‘Dettol’, the modern antiseptic. 


or surgery of almost every doc- 
torandsurgeoninGreat Britain. 
In nearly all the Canadian ma- 
ternity hospitals this modern 
antiseptic is the chosen weapon 
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Winnie and Aunt Lucia were alike— 
they were the different ones. But would 
Aunt Lucia recognize that now? Would 
she realize that Winnie didn’t belong 
in this little town—that she was created 
for better things? 

At getting-up time the next morning 
Winnie was still in bed. She had 
decided she wouldn’t go to school; she’d 
stay right there. She’d start her nervous 
breakdown today. But her mother was 
bending over her, carefully quiet so as 
not to waken Aunt Lucia. Her mother’s 
eyes were red as if she had been crying. 

“Come on, Winnie. You'll be late for 
school. Breakfast is ready.” 

Everybody else had finished by the 
time Winnie got there, and her father 
was kissing her mother good-by at the 
door. He kissed her every morning when 
he left, and every night when he got 
home. A quick, unloving little peck, 
Winnie thought, and not at all romantic. 

“T’ve got the loan arranged at the 
bank,” he told her mother. “I'll meet 
you and Lucia there. Don’t be late.” 

“Oh, Thad, must we?” By her tone 
Winnie knew her mother was going to 
cry. 

Then, to Winnie’s surprise, her father 
reached around and pinched her mother 

right where she sat down. “You 
know we must,” he said, and made a 
run for it. 

“Thad!” her mother said, and when 
she turned around, she was laughing. 

Winnie kept her lips together very 
tightly, and then she said, “1 think that 
was disgusting.” 

But her mother went on laughing. 
“Oh, you do, do you? Well, don’t you 
ever forget, young lady, that you have 
the very finest father in all this world.” 

Winnie was relieved when Jiggers and 
Toots and Helen were in the glooms 
too, on the way to school, and didn’t 
notice how grim she was. However they 
were quickly getting over it because it 
didn’t matter in their lives that they 
hadn’t been given parts. They didn’t 
have a chosen calling for the stage. They 
were all laughing just as if nothing awful 
had happened by the time they got to 
school and Miss Elliott, the English 
teacher, popped out of her door, buzzing 
at them. 

** I’ve been watching for you, Winnie,” 
Miss Elliott said. “I have excellent 
news for you. You’ve taken first prize in 
the essay contest—the one you entered 
last month.” 

Winnie stood stock still. “‘Mee-eee?” 
her voice came out in a long squeak. 

Jiggers and Toots and Helen squeaked 
too, and Miss Elliott said, “Yes, you, 
Winnie. Isn’t it splendid, girls?” Then 
she bore Winnie into her room in a 
rustle of papers. 

It was true. Winnie saw the letter. 
Her essay was first in the city—the 
whole beautiful, big city of Rossville. 
This was something super. That’s what 
she said. 

“Oh, Miss Elliott, it’s super!” 

“Read your essay to me, Winnie. We 
are going to announce it at assembly 
this afternoon, and we want you to 
read it to the school.” 

Winnie read it over to Miss Elliott, 
thrilling at the fine, high-sounding 
words that had been hers to write last 
month. Her words. This was better 
than a part in any play—a play some- 
body else had written. She would be 
reading her own words before the entire 
school. 
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shooting up Kirby Beard 
Products will help you 
take care of their 
clothes, whether it be 
making. mending, or 


just taking out a tuck. 
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Outer Hebrides, where the Islanders 
ply their skilled and ancient craft, 
come the tough, hard-wearing Harris 
Tweeds. Woven by hand from virgin 
Scottish wool, Harris Tweed in all its 
variety of stylish shades and patterns 
is the tweed for people who “know 


about clothes.” 


Issued by THE HARRIS TWEED ASSOC! HA TION Ltd. 
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Health 
in the 
Backwoods 


Cont'd from page 16 


It's just like an effi- 
cient city hospital in 
miniature. Charts and 
files are kept up to date 
and dispensary is well 
stocked with medicines. 


full responsibility for administering 
first aid in case of accidents or treatment 
in case of sudden illnesses. 

“T’ve often brought babies into the 
world without a doctor’s help,” she told 
me, “especially in outposts where there 
is no hospital accommodation for in- 
patients. In those places we are fre- 
quently called in the middle of the night 
to visit some bleak little shack with no 
conveniences—not even a fire lighted to 
heat a kettle. It’s much easier and safer 
when women can come to the hospital to 
have their babies.” 

The village folk are proud of their 
outpost hospital. Recently over $1,300 
was subscribed by them to buy new and 
better equipment for the operating 
room. At present the hospital contains 
two bedrooms for in-patients, an opera- 
ting room with X-ray machine, a de- 
livery room and a nursery to care for 
new-born babies. That means, of course, 
that there aren’t enough beds to ac- 
commodate all the people who need hos- 
pital care—especially during epidemics 
of contagious diseases, influenza and 





call day and night. Her activities begin 
at 6 a.m. when she gives bottles of 
supplementary feedings to the babies, 
takes temperatures and_ distributes 
breakfast trays. Then there is the usual 
morning routine of bathing and special 
treatments for patients. Dinner at 12 
is followed by an out-patients clinic. 
After that there is shopping to be done 
in the village—no such luxury as phone 
order or delivery trucks in the life of an 
outpost nurse! Often there are calls to 
be made to patients who can’t be moved 
to the hospital. Supper is at six, after 
that, babies are fed and patients given 
their alcohol rubs. The final baby feed- 
ing session is at 10 o’clock. The nurse 
may then snatch four hours’ rest—until 2 
a.m. when babies are fed once more. Her 
rest is often interrupted by a frantic 
ringing of the front door bell as sore 
man, woman or child pleads for help—a 
member of the family has been injured or 
taken ill. A Red Cross nurse never turns 
down one of these “calls of mercy” even 
if it means the sacrifice of a night’s 
sleep. 





Babies born in the hospital have special feeding formulae worked out to 
suit their needs. Space is precious—this room is both nursery and surgery 


pneumonia. Often the loggers and trap- 
pers, victims of accidents or illness, stay 
at the hotel and walk up to the hospital 
several times a day for treatment. “I’ve 
seen some men arrive for penicillin in- 
jections with temperatures as high as 
104 degrees,” the nurse said. “I don’t 
know how they do it, but they’re a 
staunch lot and usually recover in record 


” 


time. 


THE NURSE also is a staunch person. 
She works long hard hours and is on 


This may sound like the routine of 
any busy hospital—but there is an im- 
portant difference. In an outpost hos- 
pital there is one, or at the most two 
nurses to do the work. In city institu- 
tions nursing service operates on three 
shifts of eight hours each. A nurse who 
undertakes outpost work has to have a 
lot of the pioneer spirit herself. In the 
case of this little northern Ontario hos- 
pital, it was only after the nurse’s gruel- 
ing experience at Christmas time, when 
she did a stretch of 48 hours’ duty with- 
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- But HOLD-BOB pins kept her hair 
neat and attractive ! 


@ Why is a bobby pin? To hold your 
hair — smoothly, firmly, invisibly. 
And that’s the way HOLD-BoB bobby 
pins are made: for longer-lasting, 
springy power. Remember, only 
HOLD-BOBS have those small, round, 
invisible heads. Add satiny finish and 
the rounded-for-safety ends...and 
you have the advantages that make 
HOLD-BOBS America’s favorites! 
Look for, ask for, the HOLD-BoB card. 





MADE BY HUMP HAIRPIN MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
OF CANADA (1940) LTD. «© ST. HYACINTHE. P.Q 


“The bobby pins that HOLD’ 





a 


Peeters rer aor sem oe 


22 ORME a neg tee RAI 


JUST CANT LIVE UP TO MY NEW 
YEAR'S RESOLUTION...TO GROW BRISTLES 


AS GOOD AS PROLON! 


RMAC eHT SKID IT AY hes bristle made 
J fine tooth brushes. Then Science 
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Remember this, the next time you 
buy a tooth brush: Years of laboratory 
research have produced amazing new 
synthetic bristles. 


“Prolon” is our trade name for the very 
finest grade of this synthetic bristle. 


PROLON—No Finer Bristie Made 


Among these new synthetic bristles 
being marketed under various trade 
names, none is finer . . . none is more 
durable . . . none is more costly to produce 
than Prolon, the synthetic bristle in the 
Bonded Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush. 


Only PROLON has “Round Ends” 


Prolon, in fact, has a very important 
~ which no other synthetic bristle 

as. It is the only bristle that is rounded 
at the ends. 


Yes, it’s a fact! Under a special pat- 
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ented process, exclusive with Pro-phy-lac- 
tic, we smooth and round the end of each 
and every Prolon bristle in the Bonded 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush. See for 
yourself how much gentler these round 
ends are on tender gums! 


And with PROLON these other “extras” 


In addition to Round-End Prolon, the 
Bonded Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brush 
gives you these three important “ex- 
tras”: 1. The famous Pro-phy-lac-tic 
end tuft, for ease in reaching hard-to- 
get-at back teeth. 2. Scientific grouping 
of bristles to permit thorough cleans- 
ing of brush after using. 3. A written 
guarantee for six full months of use. 


Next time, get the most for your 
money . get the Bonded Pro-phy- 
lac-tic Tooth Brush. 


(Canada) Ltd., Toronto 










Pro-phy-fac-tie + NYLON 


Lowest priced Nationally Advertised 
Tooth Brush in the Country 
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mother said, pronouncing each word 
separately and distinctly. 


Winnie had never seen her mother like | 


this before. She spoke so quietly—so 
firmly. And she wasn’t exactly angry; 
she was like a judge—a beautiful judge. 
There was a majesty about her. In 
spite of everything—in spite of the kids 
looking on, Winnie felt proud. She felt 
proud when her mother put her arm 
around her shoulder and led her out of 
the building. The kids made a path 
for them. It was as if her mother wore 
a shining armor and everybody knew it, 


and when Winnie was near her, she 
couldn’t get hurt any more. 
Aunt Lucia followed them, the fur 


coat over her arm, and she got into the 


back seat of the car and she didn’t say | 
| 
They drove clear home and | 


anything. 
nobody said anything. 
But when they got inside the house, 


‘innie’ > ia. | ; 
Winnie’s mother turned to Aunt Luci | can always get quick relief from headaches 


“Go pack your things, Lucia. You have 
got what you came for. Now please go. = 

And then the telephone was ringing, 
and when Mrs. Martin answered it, she 
said, ““Yes, this is Mrs. Martin... 
Yes ..« Yes. « ~ Oh, Miss Elliott—”’ 

Then Winnie remembered her essay 
and her speech, and she looked at the 
clock. It was too late. 

From face down on her bed, Winnie 
heard the car and knew that her father 
was back from taking Aunt Lucia to the 
train. She threw out one arm and hit the 


| tray of dinner her mother had brought 


| in to her. 





Dept., 


She rolled over carefully and 

took up a sandwich as the door opened 

and her mother came in. 
“‘Father’s back, Winnie, 


” 


she said, 


“‘and the boys are waiting in the living | 


room. Miss Elliott stopped by and left 
your essay, and we all want to hear you 
read it. 
good practice for the assembly next 
week.” She went out again and closed | 
the door. 

Winnie got off the bed slowly. She felt 


| taller and slimmer when she stood up. 


| She felt different. 


The room looked 
different, too—the room she had shared 
with Aunt Lucia. They hadn’t really 
shared it—not really. Winnie had, but 


| Aunt Lucia hadn’t. 


When she got downstairs she took her 
essay in her hand and stood at the end 
of the living room where her mother 


suggested. She looked at Jackie and | 


Peter sitting on the floor, staring up at 
her, their mouths a little open. She 
looked at her father and he winked. She 
looked at her mother. 


just words. They were part of Winnie— 
of her father and mother and Jackie and 
Peter. She stood silent. 

“Don’t be afraid, dear,” her mother 
urged. “Just be your own natural self.” 

Now the faces in front of Winnie were 
a sea of faces. She was Winnifred Martin 
—famous author, lecturer, traveller. 
She put one toe on top the other and 
began reading from her essay. 

“Why I Believe in the Democratic 
Way of Life,” Winnie began. » 


Here Comes the Bride 


Next time you entertain a bride-to-be, let 


our bulletin, “Shower Ideas,” help you to 
plan in advance; to make your party a 
happy occasion — one she will always | 
remember. 


Shower Ideas 


Service Bulletin No. 402 — Price, 15 cents. 


Order from: Chatelaine Service Bulletin 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 


Miss Elliott said it would be 


Then she looked | 


down at her essay. Why—these weren’t | 
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Why Paradol 


is Always in my Handbag 


What a comfort it is to know that you 


and other pains, so long as you have 


| Paradol at hand. 


It gives you confidence and poise and 
you need not miss engagements whether 
of a business or social nature. Paradol 
does not disappoint. 


35 cts. Economy size $1.00. 


PARADOL 


for Headaches and Other Pains 
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BLUE-JAY 


has pain-curbing 


NUPERCHINE 


The new Blue- Jay is acti- 
vated with Nupercaine. It 
deadens the pain around 
the hard core of the corn. 
At the same time Blue- 
Jay’s gentle medication 
loosens the core so you 
can simply 
lift it out. 
Get a pack- 
age of the 
new Blue- 
Jay today. 











WN 


ARE YOU IN THE DARK ABOUT | 
THIS IMPORTANT MATTER ? 


For a well adjusted married life every married 
woman must know the answer to true antiseptic 
cleanliness. Rendells will solve your problem. 
Made from a famous prescription, in dainty white 
suppository form, Rendells medicate thoroughly, 
kill germs on contact, yet will not harm the 
most delicate tissue. 

Your druggist has Rendells in boxes of 12-each 
foil-wrapped, or send for Nurse Drew's fine 
booklet explaining (things so clearly.) 


r — ~SEND THIS COUPON:- — 4 
Nurse Drew, P.O. Box 1050, 
| Place d’Armes, Montreal, P.Q. | 
Please send me copy of the Free Booklet j | 
“Personal Hygiene’. | 
I enclose $1.00 for full size carton of } 
| Rendells and Free Booklet, to be mailed, 


{ — in plain wrapper. | 
{ ADDRESS een hE 





——— ri 


Meet Mr. & Mrs, Ivanovitch 


Continued from page 39 


“Obey the school principal 
teachers without objection.” 

“Come to school clean, combed and 
neatly dressed.” 

“Stand up at the teacher’s or direc- 
tor’s entrance and departure from the 
classroom.” 

“Be respectful toward the director of 
the school and teachers. When meeting 
them in the street, greet them with a 
polite bow and, in the case of boys, 
remove the hat.” 

“ Be polite toward one’s elders, behave 
properly in school, on the street and in 
public places.” 

“Do not swear or curse, do not smoke, 
do not play for money or things.” 

“Be attentive and considerate toward 
old people, children, the weak and the 
ill; give them your seat, help in every 
way possible.” 

“Listen to one’s parents, help them, 
care for small brothers and sisters.” 

The “Rules for Students” also contain 
a warning: “For infraction of the rules, 
the student is subject to punishment up 
to and including expulsion.” 

One simply does not trifle with these 
Rules. 

In Russia there are scores of universi- 
ties and hundreds of institutes. They 
are of a very high standard, although 
impartial observers believe they are not 
quite up to the mark of such august 
institutions as the American Harvard 
or the British Cambridge. On the 
whole, this is a matter of opinion. 


and 


FOR SOME reason people abroad never 
think of Russia in terms of women’s 
activities so typical of Canada and the 
United States. For example, I have 
often been asked whether Russia has 
women’s magazines. My affirmative 
reply generally has been met with 
polite disbelief. And yet Russia has a 
number of magazines catering exclu- 
sively to female audiences and others 
designed in part for women readers. 
The outstanding women’s magazines 
are the Rabotnicza—The Working Wo- 


man, and Krestianka—The Peasant 
Woman; both issued in very large 
volume. What do they contain? 


Rabotnicza for August, 1944, contains 
the following: Cover depicting a young 
mother and her child; inside first page a 
poem about a mother heroine who raised 
six sons, all members of the Red Army, 
and four daughters, workers. Page three 
is devoted to an editorial entitled “Our 
Just Cause Is Winning.” Pages four, 
five and six publish the government 
decree increasing state aid to expectant 
mothers and mothers with many chil- 
dren or to widows. After that comes an 
article discussing the decree by a woman 
deputy of the Supreme Soviet. On pages 
eight and nine are letters from working 
and peasant women commenting on the 
decree. On pages 10 and 11 there is an 
article entitled “The Birth of a Man,” in 
which state care for the newly born is 
described in detailed and lively style. 
Page 12 has an article by Deputy 
Commissar for Peoples’ Health entitled 
Mothers’ and Children’s Care Is the 
Task of the Whole Nation.” Next comes 
a story about a woman who has raised 
11 children. An article on page 14 calls 
for ““Love and Care for Orphans.” A 
typical family is fictionalized on pages 
15 and 16. The back pages offer a new 
lullaby, a long cooking article, a medical 
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| dip my dainties in 


DIPFOAM | 


DIPFOAM’S frothy gentle suds bring the sheen to 
sheerest silks, preserve the vital elasticity that 
helps filmy stockings cling to lovely legs. And 
more . . . there is no soap curd to cloud the lustre 
of delicate fabrics...mno harsh soap action to 
fade subtle shades . . . no rubbing to damage tiny 
fibres (It’s rubbing that causes runs). And it’s so 
simple to use Dipfoam. Just put about one- 
third as much Dipfoam as you would soap in the 
basin, and run in warm water. You get 
instant suds in any kind of water... 
hard, soft, salt, hot or cold. Dip your 
dainties in foamy Dipfoam and watch 

them come out clean and sweet. - 





FOR DISHES, Dipfoam is ideal. 
First it’s gentle, hands feel lovelier 
than ever. It’s active too... makes 
water come alive, so that dirt and 
grease simply melt. And _ just 
imagine, Dipfoam makes glasses and 


dishes sparkle without wiping 
WOOLLENS retain their “life’’ in 


Dipfoam suds. They stay soft and 
fluffy and don’t shrink, because you 
don’t have to rub with Dipfoam... 
just dip, then rinse. 





FOR ECONOMICAL LAUNDERING, 
Dipfoam can’t be beaten. Dipfoam takes 
only one-third as much as soap to do the 
work better, safer, faster. It’s concentrated. 
Colours do not fade, clothes rinse cleaner and 
brighter in active Dipfoam. When you’re 
shopping . . . ask for Dipfoam. 





IF IT CAN BE WASHED 


DIPFOAM DOES IT BETTER, SAFER, FASTER 
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For that comfort-consci6us man in 
your home and the freedom of 
movement he loves! Once he has 
enjoyed the streamlined fit and snug 
comfort of Lennard’s, he'll look for 
this label on all his underwear—for 
assurance of smart tailoring, long 
wear and top quality. 
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' was dispatched from Toronto to relieve 


the strain. 

“Are you ever frightened when you 
answer the doorbell in the middle of the 
night?” I enquired, thinking of the 


_ rugged characters I’d seen around the 


station and the village pub. 
“No, never,” she answered without 
hesitation. “I’m just like a lady in an 





Modern X-ray equipment, a gift of 
the community to the hospital, en- 
ables the nurse to find just where 
the trouble lies in accident cases. 


ivory tower to those people. It may be 
my uniform or the ‘magic’ treatment | 
give to relieve pain—but the toughest- 


looking bushmian or trapper acts just | 


like an awkward schoolboy when he 
comes here, Sometimes a fight breaks 


out in the village and the injured are | 


brought up here by their friends. I scold 
them soundly as I bandage their cuts 
and they feel pretty sheepish... Graci- 
ous no! I’m not scared.” 


“Do you ever have qualms about the | 


complete isolation and loneliness of 
this part of the country?” I persisted. 
This time she didn’t answer for a few 
seconds. “I don’t like to look out the 
north window,” she confessed, “‘espe- 
cially on dark winter nights. It gives me 
the creeps to see miles of forest and hear 
nothing but the howling of timber 
wolves. But the antidote to that is to see 
the warm friendly lights of the village 
from the opposite window. I can always 
picture the family groups sitting around 
their kitchen stoves. They’re hard- 


| working men and women and they and 
| their youngsters depend on me to help 
| them when they’re hurt or sick.” 


| SELF-SACRIFICE and devotion to 


| duty are only part of the requirements 


of an outpost nurse. Kindness and a 
sense of humor are also essentials. 
One evening, for example, a bush 


_ settler arrived at the hospital in a high 


state of agitation. He urged the nurse to 
accompany him to his home as fast as 


she could. It meant a long cold drive in | 


an open sleigh. He whipped up the 
horses and they tore across the country- 
side. So far the nurse hadn’t been able 
to pin him down to the facts of the case, 
but she was sure some dreadful disaster 


had occurred. When they reached the | 
| farm he started on a run for the barn. | 
| The nurse demanded sharply to know 


who was ill. 
“It’s my best dog—she broke her leg 
and | can’t herd the cows without her.” 


Stuffy Nostrils 


Hinder Sleep 


Stuffy, mucus- 
choked nostrils 
... blocked nasal 

assages ... can’t 

reathe properly 
... sleep broken... 
try Mentholatum 
for instant relief. 
Jars and tubes, 
30c. v-19 


MENTHOLATUM 


Gives COMFORT Daily 
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Easier—Daintier—So Convenient 


ad" 


Greaseless Seppesttory Gives” 
Hours of Continuous Medication 


For years among highly intelligent and 
exacting women there has been desire for an 
easier, daintier and more convenient method 
for feminine cleanliness. Now thanks to 
zonttors—they have it! And here’s why 
Zonitors are one of the greatest discoveries 
ever made for this purpose: 








1. Zonitors are snow-white, greaseless, 
stainless vaginal suppositories — easily 
inserted and so convenient. 


Powerfully germicidal yet so safe to deli- 
cate tissues. Non-irritating, non-poison- 
ous, non-smarting. 


When inserted—Zonitors quickly begin 
to release their powerful germicidal 
qualities and continue to do so for 
hours. They're not the type which 
quickly melt away. 


4. Thus Zonitors give you Hours of con- 


TINUOUS MEDICATION, 
5. Zonitors immediately kill every germ they 
touch and keep them from multiplying. 


6. Zonitors destroy offending odor. 


7. They never leave any sticky residue. 
Buy today. Any drugstore. 






(Each sealed in 
separate glass vial) 


FREE:M 2"! this coupon for FREE book- 
let sent in plain wrapper. Reveals 
frank intimate facts. Zonitors, Dept. C36 
Ste. Thérése, Que. : 
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peration the nurse accepted the situa- 
tion with philosophy and humor. She 
gave the dog a whiff of chloroform, set 
the injured leg and bandaged it in 
splints. Then she started on the bleak 
trip home in zero weather. Several days 
later the farmer brought the dog to the 
hospital to pay her respects—and from 
then on the nurse had two devoted 
the farmer and his dog. 
There are times when the behavior 
of backwoodsmen is unpredictable. One 


| nurse had a hair-raising experience when 
| she visited three old trappers who lived 


like hermits deep in the woods. The 
only person they’d allow near their ram- 
shackle cabin was the forest ranger. 
Rumor—strong in the north country as 
elsewhere—said they hoarded a lot of 


| cash. One day the ranger reported that 


one of the trio was very ill. Could the 
nurse go and take a look at him? When 
she arrived her patient was lying fully 
clothed on a pile of rags while his two 


| brothers sat astride a wooden box, their 


faces sharp with suspicion, and loaded 
shotguns under their arms. For the 
first time in her nursing experience she 
went about her routine of bathing, bed- 
ding and treating a patient with two 


| gunspointed straight at her back. As she 


“* Praise 
the 


was leaving she called back, 
the friends, and 
ammunition!” 


Lord, spare 


AT THE present time there are 44 out- 


| post hospitals in operation across Cana- 
| da. They treat an average of 38,000 
| patients a year; in them some 5,000 


operations are performed, 2,000 children 
born, 550 clinics held. As many as 
18,000 children have been examined in a 
single year. 

These figures are impressive. But 
outpost hospitals are still in the pioneer 
stage. The goal the Red Cross aims for 
is to bring medical science and security 
to all pioneers who live in our hinter- 
lands and frontier country. 

Twenty-seven new hospitals are to be 
opened, each one adequately staffed and 
equipped with sufficient beds to accom- 
modate all patients who need hospital 
care. 

Plans for public health services at 
such outposts are far-reaching. Nurses 
trained in public health will hold weekly 
inspections in schools, no matter how 
small or remote the community; there 
will be regular home visiting to advise 
on prenatal care, child health and feed- 
ing. There will be weekly “well- 
baby clinics” at each hospital where 
mothers may bring their infants for a 


| thorough checking over by a doctor and 
| nurse. 


Saving lives; giving every child a 
good start; bringing health to the back- 
woods—all these stand high on the Ca- 
nadian Red Cross peacetime program. # 





GOING TO GARDEN? 


| With spring just around the corer you'll 


| nial 


be thinking about the smooth green lawn, 
the new rose bed and the colorful peren- 
border that will make this year's 
garden so much better than last. This year 
you'll also want to correct those errors of 
judgment in foundation planting, especially 
at the front of your house. 

For expert guidance on your gardening 
problems, order Chatelaine’s two garden 
bulletins today: 

BACKYARD INTO GARDEN, Bulletin No. 
301 — Price 15 cents. 

FOUNDATION PLANTING, Bulletin No. 302 
—Price 5 cents. 

Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept., 481 Uni- 
versity Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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Here is news for your holiday-hungry heart! Glorious Banff Springs Hotel in 


the Canadian Rockies will reopen on June I5 this year... golf, riding, swimming, hiking! 


That isn’t all. Other world-famous Canadian Pacific resort hotels in Eastern and Western 
Canada will reopen this summer too... Chateau Lake Louise, Emerald Lake Chalet 
and Mountain Lodges in the Rockies, the Algonquin Holiday Colony in New 


Brunswick, the Digby Pines in Nova Scotia ... and many others. 


These Canadian Pacific resorts are famous for hospitality, courtesy and 
service. They have been host to countless thousands of visitors 


from every part of North America and many —— lands. 


For full information consult any 
Canadian Pacific Railway agent. 
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Sa 


is a sensitive barometer (Wy | 





of health. The eye’s condition 


helps the diagnosis not only of 


its ailments, ce but often of. 
~4 \ 


those in other parts of the body, 


such as high blood pressure, dia-| 
betes, hardening of the arteries. 


Prolonged headaches 





faulty vision mean you should 
see a competent eye specialist. 


Common faults like nearsighted- 






ness, farsightedness, 





and astigmatism can be helped | 


by properly fitted glasses. DS 
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discussion, and patterns for babies 
clothes. 

Now take “Peasant Woman” for 
December, 1944, Its contents, simpler in 
style, include a poem about Stalin, an 
editorial about peasant women in war, 
a fictionalized story describing a peasant 
woman who took her husband’s place on 
the farm, articles about collective farm 
apiaries and preparations made by 
women to meet their returning warrior 
husbands. There are two or three pages 
of poems, two or three short stories, a 
description of women in Asiatic Siberia, 
a story about the origin of the world 
“tin which we live.” Instead of a cooking 
column there is a piece about the 
curing of rabbit skins, followed by a 
page of sarcastic versified fables about 
women who work well and yet are 
underestimated by men, and about 
women who fail to take proper care of 
the cattle. Romance is not entirely 
absent from these publications but 
certainly it is not overprominent. 

Subscriptions are treasured owing to 
the shortage of newsprint, and an effort 
is made to have the magazines reach 
every district and every locality. Often 
one magazine will be passed from hand 
to hand through a large village until 
completely worn out. 

Another unknown fact: the telephone 
service. Moscow’s telephone service is 
nothing to boast about. There are both 
dial and ordinary phones. There are 
pay booths at all subway stations and in 
all public buildings. The Russian 
nickel is the “grivennik”—10 kopeks. 
Small change is often hard to get and 
one is often approached by strangers 
asking for “grivenniks.”” That’s not for 
coffee, but for the phone. A private 
phone costs 15 rubles a month. A 
telephone for a whole apartment in 
which a few families may live costs 30 
rubles. Up until a few months ago, to get 
a telephone a priority was essential. 
Long-distance is available; the rates 
are somewhat lower than ours. A call 
from Moscow to New York costs less 
than $20. As yet there is no service to 
Canada. 

The mail service is quite good. In the 
cities there are four deliveries a day 
including Sundays. Letters from 
Moscow to Vladivostok may take as 
long as two or even three weeks. In 
wartime all mail was subject to censor- 
ship. A letter costs 30 kopeks to mail 
for each half ounce. 


OF ALL intricate problems in Russia 
that of clothing is the worst. There 
has been and still is a great shortage of 
clothing, especially for men. The need 
to make hundreds of thousands of 
uniforms a year told on civilians. But 
what clothing there is is mostly custom- 
made. The tailors are good, and there 








are many tailor shops. -But one has 
to wait from six weeks to three months 
to get a suit. You can do better if you 
are important. Marshals and generals 
have their own shoes. Most large 
offices and establishments have connec- 
tions with specific tailor shops which 
service their employees. Dressmakers’ 
shops are common. 

Russian women, like women every- 
where, are extremely clothes-conscious. 
There is very little mass production of 
clothing and most dresses and suits 
must be made to order. The demand on 
the services of dressmakers far exceeds 
the supply and a woman who can have 
a dress made in less than eight to 10 
weeks is exceedingly lucky. Immedi- 
ately following victory the Moscow 
House of Models, a very chic enterprise, 
organized a widely publicized style 
show, with music, pert and pretty 
models, engraved invitations and what- 
have-you. Women talked about it for 
weeks. But it’s a long way from the 
House of Models to the back of the 
working girl. Madam Molotov, who is 
personally interested in clothes develop- 
ment, and the Young Communist 
League with its millions of girl members, 
are the outstanding examples of both 
individuals and organizations working 
for better clothing in the Soviet Union. 

It will possibly surprise many women 
to know that the Russians as individuals 
and as a society are driving toward the 
greatest possible differentiation in cloth- 
ing. I once saw a woman literally trying 
to slaughter another at the Bolshoi 
Theatre because both wore the same 
kind of dress. I suppose the dressmaker 
got her due the next day. Ah, women! 

There are neither shoeshine parlors 
nor cleaning and pressing “ while-you- 
wait” shops. But there are boot blacks 
—mostly girls—on all central street 
corners. A shoeshine costs about 20 
cents in terms of purchasing power. 
Idealism aside, a tip gets you a lot more 
elbow grease. 


RUSSIAN RADIO programs are state- 
supported and good, but not to our 
taste. Most people get their “radio” via 
a loudspeaker switched into the tele- 
phone system for two rubles a month. 
They have “the choice” of one program, 
and one only. Each Russian city has 
only one local station. Listeners seem 
to like Russian folk songs and American 
jazz best of all. Russian radio comedians 
are amateurs compared to Jack Benny, 
who, by the way, was Moscow’s sensa- 
tion this past winter because of 
“Charley’s Aunt.” 

Russia is very sports - conscious. 
Eighty thousand people attend the 
football matches in Moscow. Tickets are 
as hard to get as for the Harvard-Yale 

# Continued on page 71 


Pattern Descriptions 


1555—Misses’ and women’s blouse in sizes 
12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42, 44. Size 16: 1% of 
35 inch or 1% of 39 inch lengthwise striped 
material. Price 25c. 

1543—Misses’ and women’s jerkin in sizes 
small, medium and large. Medium: 1% of 35 
inch or 39 inch lengthwise striped material. 
Price 25c. 


1536-——Misses’ and women’s dickey in sizes 
small, medium and large. Medium, with 
turtle neck: 1% of 35 inch; 1 of 39 inch; % 
of 44 inch. With bow neck: % of 35 inch or 
39 inch; % of 44 inch. Price lic. 


1557—Misses’ and women’s two-piece suit 
in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16, jacket: 2% 
of 35 inch; 2% of 39 inch; 1% of 54 inch. 
Skirt: 1% of 35 inch; 1% of 39 inch: 1% of 
54 inch. Jacket lining (optional): 15% of 39 
inch. Price, 25c. 


1355—Misses’ and women’s sl 


in sizes 12, 
14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16, bodice: : 


es of 35 inch; 


39 inch or 41 inch. Skirt: 1% of 35 inch or 
39 inch; 1% of 41 inch, Front lace: % of 
2 inch. Back lace: % of 42 inch. Price, 25c. 


1477—Children’s and girls’ party dress in 
sizes 6, 8, 10, 12, 14. Size 8: 3% of 35 inch; 
3% of 39 inch; 3% of 41 inch. Lace edging: 
3% of % inch. Price, 25c. 

1463—Teen-age evening dress in sizes 10, 
12, 14, 16. Size 12, bodice ruffles and neck 
band: 1% of 35 inch or 39 inch. Skirt: 3% 
of 72 inch. Ribbon for bows: 11% yards of 
Y% inch. Price, 15c. 

1146—Junior misses’ and misses’ evening 
dress in sizes 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 18. Size 15: 
6% of 35 inch or 39 inch; 5% of 41 inch; 
— of 72 inch, Ribbon: 2% of 1 inch. Price. 
Sc. 

1321—Misses’ and women’s evening dress 
in sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20. Size 16, bodice: 1% 
of 35 inch; 39 inch or 41 inch. Skirt: 4% of 
72 inch. Price, 25c. 
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Vindication 
Continued from page 40 


would have a splendid education, and 
later on they would be able to travel 
together .. . They canvassed it all, and 
when they paused in their talk their eves 
would meet and their hearts would con- 
tinue that special kind of communion, 
because no words are ever good enough. 

The next morning when they woke up 
it was all still true, so that their buoyant 
happiness became a settled thing. Tom 
threw himself into the new project with 
undiminished vigor. He managed to 
land a small government contract, and 
get priorities on secondhand equipment. 
He bought an abandoned factory that 
had possibilities of expansion and 
located enough good employees to keep 
him going. The hard work seemed to 
agree with him, and Abbie decided 
thankfully that she had never in her 
life seen Tom so happy. More than once 
she said, “I guess this is what you’ve 
always wanted, darling. Something 
creative that you could get your teeth 
into.” 

“*Every man wants that,” Tom agreed 
soberly, “But only a few of them are 
lucky enough...” 

“And smart enough! After all it’s 
your invention!” 

“There’s always luck tied up in it, 
though,” he said. 

They saw a lot of the Blanchards that 
fall. Tom and Ralph would talk about 
the business, and the two girls would 
chat of this and that. They had dis- 
covered that they didn’t have to make 
an effort with their new friends. Some- 
times they would simply roast ham- 
burg in the back yard. The two children 
would play under the apple trees and 
splash around in the wading pool Tom 
had built them. It had become one of 
those casual, easygoing companionships, 
though occasionally Thea would fall 
back into one of her inexplicable silent 
phases, so that you wondered exactly 
what she was thinking about. They 
never lasted long though, and she was 
invariably lighthearted and _ friendly 
afterward... 

It wasn’t until February that the blow 
fell. And Abbie still didn’t believe in it; 
she was quite certain, even now, that 
there had been some mistake—one of 
those silly business errors that even the 
best banks make now and then. 

It happened day before yesterday. 
Tom had come home early from the 
office and though he’d tried to hide his 
worry Abbie had seen it in his face and 
had said at once, “Darling, has some- 
thing gone wrong? Was there an 
accident at the factory?” 

“Not exactly,” he’d said. And then 
he’d shown her what had come in the 
morning mail—a brief note from Ralph 
Blanchard requesting repayment of the 
loan in its entirety within 60 days. 

“But can he do that?” she’d asked in 
astonishment. 

“He can do it all right,” Tom said 
grimly. “When you borrow from a friend 
you put yourself pretty thoroughly in his 
hands... The money’s all tied up in the 
building and equipment, of course. | 
haven’t a prayer of raising it.” 

“But there must be a mistake!” 

Tom relaxed then. “I think so my- 
self,” he admitted. ‘“‘ Maybe his financial 
advisers were calling in a bunch of loans, 
and this was included by accident.” 

He’d phoned that night for an ap- 
pointment, and now he was seeing 


Ralph. And somehow Abbie was quite 
sure it would all come out all right. It 
simply HAD to come out all right; any- 
thing else was unthinkable. But still 
there was something about the transac- 
tion she couldn’t quite understand. 
Something curiously unreal in the way 
the Blanchards had taken them up so 
unexpectedly, and wound themselves 
into their lives... When you thought 
back it seemed almost prearranged; 
as though there had been a plan... 


TOMMY ABANDONED his ski boots 
and became interested in the cookies. 
Eliza threw her zwieback out onto the 
floor, and wailed. Abbie gave her a 
fresh one, and let Tommy choose the 
cookie cutter. She hurried here and 
there about the cheery, sunlit kitchen. 
And she remembered that Tom had said 
last night that even selling the house 
would just be a drop in the bucket if 
they had to repay that loan. 

The afternoon crawled and flew past, 
both at the same time. The cookies 
were done finally, and evening became 
dark in the windows. Eliza splashed in 
her bath, and Tommy charged about the 
house with the undue energy he always 
seemed to develop when he was sup- 
posed to be tired out. And then finally 
she heard the car in the drive, and Tom’s 
heavy slow steps on the path, which 
wasn’t a very good sign. 

Abbie ran down the stairs, and she 
saw at once the disappointment in his 
face. She tried to be casual. ‘“‘No 
decision as yet, I take it!’’ she remarked 
lightly. 

Tom shrugged out of his coat and 
walked heavily into the living room. 
Abbie followed, still trying to be matter- 
of-fact. “I gather it wasn’t a mistake 
after all,” she said quietly. 

He looked puzzled. “I can't make it 
out,” he said. “Ralph was evasive at 
first, but when I pressed him he finally 
told me that he’s transferred the entire 
loan to Thea. Did it about a month ago, 
signing the notes over to her. Naturally 
that puts the decision up to her.” 

“But can he do that?” Abbie asked 
in surprise. 

“*Sure he can. The notes are a form of 
property. I don’t see why, though...” 

“Neither do I,’”’ Abbie said—and for 
just a moment she had an uneasy shivery 
feeling. But that was pure foolishness, 
and she dismissed it at once. ‘“‘That 
should really be better for us, Tom,” she 
said confidently. “Thea certainly 
wouldn’t want to wreck your business. 
I'll go to town and see her tomorrow.” 

“*Probably that’s the best way,” Tom 
admitted dubiously. And a little later 
Abbie phoned Thea and Thea said, 
“Why of course, Abbie. Do come in. 
I’d love to see you!” 

“You see?” Abbie said triumphantly 
to Tom. “She couldn’t have been more 
cordial possibly !’’ 

But the next afternoon on the train 
her confidence began to wane a little. 
The trouble was that they had alto- 
gether too much at stake. It wasn’t only 
a question of Tom’s salary, or even the 
house and their small but growing 
savings. It went far deeper than that to 
the time Tom had lain for two days and 
nights in a foxhole with a gaping wound 
in his leg and his best friend dead beside 
him. The medics had found him at last 
and he’d spent six months in hospital. 
And Abbie had known from his letters 
the very day his mind had begun to heal 
too; the very day when he'd first hit on 
the idea for his invention... 





EITHER a new hat. . . nor the most 
perfect make-up alone can give 
your face that finished, yet unstudied 
air that is American beauty at its best 
... Only the right basic skin care with 
the right preparations can do that. 
For time marches over your face, un- 
less you keep after your skin every 
single day. 

Right for dry skin: Dry-Skin Cleanser 
(Cream 683), $1.25, $2.50, $4.50... Orange 


Flower Skin Lotion, $1.10, $2.25...Special 
Dry-Skin Mixture, $2.50, $4.50 


Right for normal skin: Salon Cold Cream, 
$1.25, $2.50, $4.50... Orange Flower Skin 
Lotion, $1.10, $2.25...Special Dry-Skin 


Mixture, $2.50, $4.50 


Right for oily skin: Liquid Cleansing Cream, 
$1.50 or Salon Cold Cream, $1.25, $2.50, 
$4.50... Texture Lotion, $1.25, $2.50... 5up- 
pling Cream, $1.25, $2.25 
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COULD anything be so dull as food without salt? 
Lacking that one small ingredient, even the flavour 
of a choice sizzling steak or steaming baked potatoes 
is indistinct and “blurry”, like a picture out of focus. 
Then...the magic pinch of salt! And in a flash, 
every hidden particle of enticing flavour springs into 
focus, keen and tantalizing, to whet your, appetite! 

Salt makes all the difference in the world to any 
food. Realizing this, Canadian cooks for three gener- 
ations have preferred WINDSOR 
salt, in the kitchen and on the table, 
for its crystal purity... its flavour- 
enhancing qualities. 

All you could ask for in salt... 
you'll find in WINDSOR. Look for 
this smart red-white-and-blue pack- 
age at your dealer’s—it’s WINDSOR 
the free-running salt that will focus the 
fine flav é ! 

our of every food you serve 15) 








Somebody Loves Me 


Continued from page 44 


kept seeing that look in Edith’s eyes, 
mesmerized, fascinated. Walking up to 
Pug as if something made her. As if 
something repelled and drew her 
delivered her to him. 

There was only one lamplit glow of 
light from the living room of the house. 
A big car was parked out front—Pug’s, 
of course. Roger slammed on _ the 
brakes, ran up the steps and rang the 
bell. 

Only then, when the door opened— 
did he have an inkling of what he had 
done. When the door opened and 
Edith stood theresaying,“* Why, Roger!” 
in her teasing, affectionate voice. 
““Come in—do.,” 

Pug was in the living room. He was 
sitting down with a drink in his hand. 

Pug’s eye was very black. He got up 
heavily. Unexpectedly, he held out his 
hand. “‘Guess I can thank you for this 
shiner,” he said with a grin that showed 
his big, square teeth. 

“I don’t know,” Roger said blankly. 
He was completely thrown off balance 
by the cosiness of the scene. 

Pug sat down again, comfortably, and 
Edith sat on the arm of the chair, her 
fingers lightly, almost contemptuously 
pushing up his short, bristly hair. 

“Don’t be nice to him, Roger—he 
behaved abominably. I really shouldn’t 
forgive him—the ugly brute.” She 
laughed, and from the easy way Pug 
laughed with her, it was obvious that she 
had forgiven him. ‘“‘He’s promised 
never to lay a finger on me again 
haven’t you, Pug?” 

““Edith—” Pug squirmed a little. 

She gave his shoulder a Jittle pat 
then smiled over at Roger. “This used 
to be our chair, Roger—remember?” 

Pug didn’t rise to the bait, but there 
was something in the way his fingers 
gripped his glass that told of the 
struggle. Edith glanced down at him in 
open enjoyment. 

“Roger—you don’t have to look 
uncomfortable, lamb—I’ve told Pug 
A faintly 
sad note came into her voice. ‘‘Ages 
. . . | meant to ask you, who was that 
tall boy who danced so marvellously at 
Dot’s party? Wasn’t he smooth?” 

“1 don’t know.” 
dry. “I didn’t dance with him.” 

**Roger—you fool. You utter fool,” 


that’s been over for ages.” 


7 
Roger’s voice was 


she murmured, laughing. 

Roger looked at her. The words—the 
tone—meant nothing. It would always 
be the same game with Edith. There 
would be Pugs and smoothies, quarrels 
and kisses—but always the same. 

Until she grew older—and even then, 
probably, she would go on with the same 
words, the same technique. Whatever 
there was tn her that a man could love 


A NEW 


and there were things—was slipping 
from her fast. 

To him, at that moment, it seemed 
that it was already gone. 

He got to his feet. “Don’t come to 
the door,” he added. 

But she did. It was part of the game 
for her to link her hand in his arm, for 
her to talk low and sweetly—and for her 
to know that behind her, Pug’s big 
muscles were tightening under his coat, 
and jealousy was rising to its slow blaze 
in him. 

**Roger—” she touched his arm. “I'll 
see you again?” 

He smiled. He brought the curtain 
down very gently. 

“Of course,” he said. “‘Sometime.”’ 

Once outside in the night, clear- 
washed by the wind, starred and deep 
like that other night, so long ago, Roger 
forgot her completely. 

He could think of only one thing. 
Dorothy saying, “‘I don’t ever want t 
see you again.” 

It wasn’t a game with Dorothy. It 
wasn’t a come-on. It was a straight- 
forward decision. She would not want t« 
see him again. 

He didn’t blame her. 

When he got to her street, he saw the 
house lights were still on. The party was 
still going. 

He got out of the car, crossed the 
street and leaned in the shadows, 
against a tree. 

He stood there, just looking, the way 
you do when you go back to where you 
lost something above all value. You 
know it’s gone, but you have to see, 
once more, the place where you lost it. 

Another light went on—upstairs. He 
saw a girl’s figure move up to thx 
window. 

Under his breath, he said, ‘‘ Dorothy.” 
Urgently. “Dorothy.” 

But it wasn’t a stage play. There was 
no miraculous flash of intuition. She 
came to the window—she pressed he: 
forehead against the glass a moment, but 
she didn’t see him. She had no idea in 
the world that he was down there. 

Then she wiped her eyes with he: 
handkerchief, and the shade came down 
in her fingers. 

Roger went back to his car, put it in 
gear, and started it as if he were pulling 
it out of cold molasses. Gradually he 
began to drive faster, prodded by a 
faint, small hope. 

She had been crying. There might 
there just might be a chance, still. And 
if there was any way in the world of 
getting her to trust him agair he’d 
find it, somehow. 

Lhe hope deepened as he drove, and 
crossing the bridge above the dark river 
and the streaming lights, he found him- 


self singing 


“Somebody loves me, I wonder whoooo 


Vab-be it’s Yooo0o + 


BABY? 


Is a Blessed Event headed your way this year? If so, you'll find our bulletin, ‘Preparing 
for Baby,” of great value in giving pre-natal advice for the benefit of both mother and child. 


There’s a companion bulletin, too, “Baby's First Year," which would be worth studying 
at the same time. In this the care and feeding of infants are discussed from the practical 
angle; you'll be able to pick up the know-how of regular baby routine in no time at all 
and such problems as nursing, weaning and first solid foods are dealt with in the light of 


modern research. 


Both bulletins have been prepared especially for Chatelaine readers by Dr. Elizabeth 
Chant Robertson, editor of Chatelaine’s Child Health Clinic 


Preparing for Baby 
Service Bulletin No. 601; Price, 


5 cents. 


Baby's First Year 
Service Bulletin No. 602; Price, 5 cents 


Order from 
Chatelaine Service Bulletin Department, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2. 
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mi Sx ‘ 
Thea’s smile was bemused and 
thoughtful. She was watching the smoke 


coil upward from her cigarette, and she 
said in an offhand way, “I’ve about 
decided to press for the loan, however. 


| have an appointment with my lawyer 
tomorrow. He should know how much 


that patent is worth.” | 

“Oh, no!” Abbie said again. But by . 
now she could hardly think at all, the | 
confusion was making such a dreadful a 


numbness in her mind. 


An exquisite per- - mi ; ; . 
suader is Murray % Thea ignored the interruption. She 
and Lanman’s was still watching the rising coil of 
Florida Water. 


Vedi fevs dnp smoke from her cigarette, and she said, 


spicyexhilarating | in a smooth low voice, “I think I told 
fragrance—the | you once that it wasn’t chance, our 
way it makes : : : 

a oe meeting, / .. scovered the 
jit tite Hees neet B, Abbie. When I discovere d that 
and tingle—the | Linda Parsons knew you, I cultivated 
way it leaves you her first. And then I arranged things so 


feeling incom. 
parably refreshed, 


she would have us at her home to- 
gether.” Thea’s voice rose slightly. She 
said, “For all my life—or all of it that 
counts, anyhow—I’ve wondered how it 
would feel to have the upper hand 
where you were concerned, Abbie 





SACI 


Don’t tolerate a headache—stop the pain with Aspirin. You 


=), 7g: IL: Walter. Farnum Burke. And now I have it. can see how fast it starts to go to work by dropping one in a 
e ty conti adeeel® ee ace se 
y POE So Ag Wouldn't you hg E glass of water. Within two seconds, it will start to disintegrate, 
“But why?” Abbie said. “I don’t a ‘ : : : 
sscialidanen nt te And it’s this remarkably swift action that brings you such 
“That,” Thea snapped abruptly, “‘is quick relief. Get Aspirin today. The “Bayer” cross on each 
because you’ve never in your life played tablet is your guarantee that it’s Aspirin. 


second fiddle to anyone.” 


Abbie stared. Thea didn’t look like 


ICE CREAM the same person any more. All the 
smoothness had gone out of her face. —e 
OUTSIDE ee hin. teow -chesks 
YO Her mouth was too thin, her chee 
UR DOOR! bones too high and pronounced. She 


When outdoor temperature is 20° looked like one of those modern drawings 
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above zero or colder, simply mix ‘ j ; i s Genuine Aspirin is 
Londondeny, that have somehow got out of per- NOW— N L Pp J 
Seed wih) sraperated "or pow spective . . . And all the time the fire cw Low rices. marked this way 
Then whip and put outside to burned cheerfully and artificially on Pocket box of 12 tablets..........only 18¢ 
weese, No cocking. the hearth, so that it didn’t seem like a Economy bottle of 24 tablets.......only 29e 

real fire at all. Family size of 100 tablets .........only 79¢ 





“ 


: AS LOW AS 12¢ A PINT [ don’t know what you mean,” she 


atk That Tells You... 
Smooth, delicious. No ice crystals. “Of course you don’t,” Thea’s voice ee oo “What To Do Until the 
Sure to be pure—you make it! : 


flared into resentment. “For one thing, 





15 k kes 16 servings. ; p99 

You add any flavour. With milk you’ve never had to be content with Doctor Comes! 
another girl’s cast-offs year after year!” SHOULD BE IN EVERY HOME! 
And then she leaned back against the A Most Helpful Book for the Home — Completely Revised and 


20 famous recipes, brocaded sofa, and smiled almost Up-to-date — Packed With Latest Authoritative Medical Knowledge. 


pleasantly. “I’ve waited a long time | ARE YOU PREPARED for an emergency if one arises, and 
LONDONDERRY the family Doctor cannot come in a hurry? If not: it is 


for this moment, Abbie,” she said 1 ! 
vitally important that you have readily available an abso- 


505 DOMINION SQUARE BLDG., quietly, a had better be good. Don’t lutely reliable Medical Reference Book that clearly tells 
MONTREAL you agree! you what to do in an emergency. EVERYBODY’S FAMILY 





“You mean,” Abbie said painfully, | DOCTOR fills this need! Medical Reference Books written 
“that you planned it this way, about a few years ago are today largely out-of-date and may fail 
. you when most needed! 


een] ' ‘ yee. 29 "hh ne as “6 “EVERYBODY'S FAMILY DOCTOR is modern, reliable, and no 

3 Not altoge the J T hea said. I Home should be without a copy’’ commented a leading Canadian medical 

ear Up ad y 5 0 arranged our meeting at the Parsons’. practitioner, who has examined it carefully and recommends it highly. 

vz a oe . . A recent purchaser says: “FAMILY DOCTOR will be of invaluable 

But your husband’s invention and his help in prevention of sickness in our home.”—N. A. Alberta; another 

ed for : ‘ rac fairly nlaving comments: “Find FAMILY DOCTOR most helpful; would not want 

nec dforaloan... that w as fairly playing te be without & cony."~@, B., Ontario: ahother writes: “Vers alensed 

into my hands. Ralph isn t too happy with FAMILY DOCTOR .. . good value for money .. . every home 
. should have a copy.”’—M. B.. New Brunawick. 


about it, of course; but he always gives | VALUED AT $5.00 BY THE PUBLISHERS 


: , 
me anything I want.’ 


“Thea, please,” Abbie said. “T can’t 576 PAGES ONLY 92500 SUBJECTS 


lieves snifflin stand 4 more of this.’ 
colds. Jars an stand muc - i ’ This is a BIG book, size 8/2” x 51/2”, bound 4 oO LOOK at just a few of the thousands of sub- 
“That’s entirely up to you, Abbie,” | in rich maroon, pebbie-grained book eleth, > Pa jects this grand book deals with—all arranged 
seems sistas 





Tom’s business and all?” 


Mentholatum, 
so gentle, 
eases nose sore- 
ness, and helps 
clear baby’s 
head, promotes 
freer breathing, 
sounder sleep 
and quickly re- 















tubes, 30c. V17 
embossed with real gold. in alphabetical sequence with cross-references 


“hee said. “You're Ww elcome to leave it brings you scores of photographs, drawings to related subjects: Personal Hygiene — 
lead NTHOLATI UM 7 he ; TS and charts. Special monochrome plates ex- First Aid—Cuts and Wounds—Peleoning— 
whenever you please. | hough of course plain the Ear and Eye, The Brain, the Nose DELIVERED Shock—F ainting—Headaches—Colds— Ailing 


: : and Throat, The Muscular System, The Heart Children—Pregnaney—Appendicitis— Fallin 
Gives COMFORT Daily I still have the notes...” and Lungs, The Digestive System, ete. ete. Hair—Rheumatism, ete. ete. , 


“Of course,” Abbie said. And she DO THIS NOW —Fill in handy order form and label below. Don’t delay another day 
dide"t move getting this valuable medical reference book. Money refunded if you are not satisfied 
: with this Book and return it postpaid and in good condition within 5 days. 


Do FALSE TEETH Thea smiled reminiscently. “You'll ———— === =D Not Detach Label From Order Coupon ~~-—-~--—-— 





understand how long I’ve waited to tell | | { 
Rock Slide or Slip ? this story, when you realize that it goes | | Boxes BOOk Savi e . , | 
= us story, when yo “é > Une “s 210 Dundas Street West, TORONTO 2, Ontario. 
; back more than 15 years,” she said. | | Phin BOOK WITH CARE i 
FASTEETH, a powder to be sprinkled on ¢ J ’ ” I enclose $ for ° copies of From HOME BOOK SERVICE i 
false teeth, keeps them more firmly set. | “Maybe college was just a stepping- | EVERYBODY'S FAMILY DOCTOR at $2.50 a1. nih Street West | 
Make your loose plates more dependable with stone to you, Abbie. But it was every- | per copy delivered to my address. This order  semonre & Sdéiiie l 
¥ : fou’ oe 10re confiden itl . > 5 subj ivilege as vertised. j = 
FASTEETH. You'll feel more confident with | shins in the world to me. It was meant | subject to return privilege as advertised ss os ame tas ot | 
a firmer dental plate Mildly alkaline — : ' - : | Please print name and address clearly a - clearly lock letters) i 
FASTEETH also checks gum soreness, burning | to transform my life. And it would have 
sensation or rash due to the chafing of a loose, | if it hadn’t been for a girl named Abbie WO et a and dik oainadacsaiidil aM 54 xs io ok dcekc Oe asses Oe ; 
wabbly plate or to excessive acid mouth. Farnum—a girl who happened to look | 
Get alkaline FASTEETH at any drug store. like an angel, and who simply had to | PENORE wes ctawccssusvacantaseusdsasateaserals AGAIOSS 0... s ss eeteeeteereeeeneenesesaccesenes . i 
hold out her hand and let them fall i tas - ont 
nenthe iacw ber palas—all the honote, OM YT on, no, co caersenies sariccueansnasstinueni dem ceuncii'Ginh dieu angi aglidicttidaapdlabeassabacai ten 
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EAGLE-LION HEADLINERS 


EXCEPTIONAL ENTERTAINMENT 


Wendy Hiller * * * Maximum Fame 
with Minimum appearances. 





Long-awaited and welcome news is the 


announcement that Wendy Hiller is 
coming back to the screen. She won 
world-wide fame for a single picture, 
Pygmalion; earned stage stardom both 
in York and London in a single 

She returns in a storm-bound 


lay. 
hi hland romance, | KNOW WHERE 


F GOING, with Roger Livesay, 
(Colonel Blimp). 
* * * 


In the cast of I KNOW WHERE I'M 
GOING, too, is that curious international 
celebrity; “Mr. Ramshawe™, a golden 
eagle who once crossed the Atlantic 
to appear on the radio with Fred Allen. 


* * * 


Noel ‘Coward’s next contribution to 
entertainment in Canada will be his 
unconventional love story of a pair of 
mutual strangers, BRIEF ENCOUNTER, 
filmed from his New York stage success, 
Tonight at 8.30. 


* * * 


“Riotously and terrifyingly successful”, 
according to the Evening Standard is 
DEAD OF NIGHT, the omnibus of thrills 
produced by a team of four top-flight 
London directors and four leading 
writers, including H. G. Wells. This is 
the motion picture hit in which one 
character is a ventriloquist driven crazy 
by his own dummy. 


* * * 


Early returns from the box offices list 
these as Canada's rising new film favour- 
ites; James Mason, Patricia Roc, Stewart 


Granger, Phyllis Calvert, Ann Todd, 


Rex Harrison. 


* * * 


ANSWERING INQUIRIES: Elva K. — 
Music in THE SEVENTH VEIL includes 
Chopin, Mozart, Greig, Beethoven and 
Rachmaninoff, LIFE, which gave this 
film Movie-of-the-Week rating, describes 
star James Mason's voice as “splendidly 
mellow” and his sneer as “the best since 


Basil Rathbone’s”’. 
* oe * 


Eagle-Lion Pictures at your Favourite Theatre 


REE hem, RA Lae PN RE A es EN EE EAR AT RARE LRT 


Tom still had nightmares; he still 
called out stridently in his sleep. But 
those times were becoming less fre- 
quent now. He was too happily absorbed 
in his work, too completely fulfilled to 
dwell for long on the past. 

“Perhaps I can explain all that to 
Thea,” Abbie thought now with sudden 
hope. But as the train neared the station 
she remembered with faint uneasiness 
the cautious guarded look you some- 
times saw in Thea’s eyes, 


THE LOOK wasn’t there that after- 
noon, though. She realized that with 
relief when Thea opened the door her- 
self and said cheerfully, “1 told the 
servants to run along out; I thought we 
could manage all right by ourselves!” 

She was smiling a warm welcome. 
Abbie saw that there were flowers on the 
mantel, and a decanter of sherry on a 
table near the hearth. The polished 
birch logs burned so discreetly on the 
hearth that the room seemed almost 
like a stage set for whatever was going 
to happen. But Thea, taking her wraps, 
offering her a cigarette and a glass of 
sherry, was the very epitome of cordial 
hospitality. So much so that Abbie had 
a sudden disquieting thought. Because 
‘Thea’s manner was just a bit too cordial, 
too much like that of a doctor who is 
about to perform a painful operation, 
and is therefore unduly jovial in his 
greeting. 

But that, Abbie told herself quickly, 
was just foolish imagination. Nothing 
could be more commonplace than the 
two of them sitting here before the fire. 
Thea hadn't exactly dressed up for the 
occasion, but she was wearing a house- 
coat of brown broadcloth with green silk 
panels, which was, in its very simplicity, 
quite striking. It brought out the 
burnished subdued quality that was 
Thea’s greatest charm, and made Abbie, 
in her grey tweed suit, feel a little like 
a country cousin. But that was all right 
too. Anything was all right as long as 
she could settle this business of the loan. 

Abbie didn’t know how to begin so she 
said truthfully, “You look simply lovely 
in that outfit, Thea. Like a painting.” 

Thea shrugged. “Pure artifice,” she 
said. “I spent three hours at Pierre's 
this morning. That should rate me 
something in the way of adornment. 


You, on the other hand,” she added 


quietly, “undoubtedly threw 


together in five minutes, with a couple of 
squalling kids in the background. 
beautiful, 
Completely and unutterably beautiful.” 
“1 do?” Abbie said in astonishment. 
Thea smiled, but it wasn’t a nice 
smile. “‘I suppose you don’t know that 
you have grey eyes like one of Rosetti’s 
angels, and the kind of face and figure 
that people write poems about. 
with 


look 


as usual you 


pose, Abbie,” she added, 


%? 
you. 


“Yes, it is,” Abbie said slowly. 
she felt uncomfortable, afraid even. The 
conversation had taken an unexpected 
[hea made all these com- 
pliments sound like indictments, for 
which she was somehow to blame. 
most certainly is,” she repeated, with a 
light uneasy laugh. “ But it does me good 
to hear it. When you haven’t had any 


turn. And 


new clothes for years...” 


“You don’t need new clothes, Abbie. 
interrupted 


Thea 


You 


shortly. 


never did,” 


Abbie realized that she had said the 
wrong thing. She had made a bad mis- 
She said, 
“Oh, well, looks aren’t important!” 

“That,” said Thea smoothly, “is a 
fallacy of thought reserved only for 
those who can afford to believe 
And the look in her eyes wasn’t even 
The look said quite 


plainly, “I hate you, Abbie Burke. And 


take, but she tried again. 


guarded now. 
I always have.” 
ABBIE LOOKED away. 
distress, 


notes of Tom’s. 
yours now.” 


“True enough!” Thea smiled almost 
mischievously. “You know, Abbie,” she 
said, “it occurred to me just this morning 
that if Tom couldn’t raise that money 
any other way his patent might be 


worth something.” 


“Oh, Thea, you wouldn’t ask that of 


him!” 
“Why not?” 
“But don’t you see? 


special contribution .. .” 





band for meatless days.’ 


She lit a 
cigarette, and she saw that her hand was 
trembling. She said, trying to hide her 
“Thea, 1 came about those 
Ralph says they’re 


The patent is 
Tom’s whole life—it’s his creation, his 


Ruth Collins 


**T like to have something on 


, 


yourself 


And 
Abbie. 


I sup- 
deli- 
berate irony, “that that is all news to 


But 


at 


BAD BREATH 
— ME? 


16% of all adults. 
have bad breath! 


Scientific tests prove beyond 
doubt that, in 7 cases out of 10 


COLGATE TOOTH POWDER 
quickly stops oral bad breath! 


SAVE MONEY! Compared to 


other leading brands, a large 


1” tin of Colgate item you up 


to 30 more brushings, a giant 
tin up to 46 more brushings ii. 
for not a penny more! 


SMOKERS! Colgate Tooth 
Powder is one of the easiest 
waysto guard against 
tobacco stain and tobacco 
breath! Get Colgate today. 


COLGATE 
TOOTH POWDER 
25¢ 40¢ 
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when she and Tom had been engaged, 
and Larry had been one of their closest 
friends. But she saw that to Thea they 
were still much realer than the present. 
She said finally, in a low, stifled voice, 
“Thea, I think I could find a letter up in 
a trunk in the attic. It was from Larry, 
congratulating me on my engagement to 
Tom. And it was written the summer 
before the winter you speak of.” She 
smiled wistfully. “It was a sweet 
letter,” she said. 
confidant. 
told.” 


‘“ 
Larry was our first 
The very first person we 


THE FIRE wasn’t burning so briskly 
now, and Thea looked frightened for a 
moment. But then she regained her 
poise. “That’s a likely story!” 
“A letter in a trunk!” 
“There’s something else too,” Abbie 
said. “If I could only remember! | 
don’t believe Larry ever told me about 
you, Thea. He was almost too reticent, 
you know. But he came to see me one 
night, just before college closed. He was 
dreadfully unhappy and he said—he 
It was coming back to her 
now, but with a tormenting vagueness. 
She kept on looking at the fire. She said 
in a low voice, “It was something about 


she said. 


mes 3 


a girl who was like an autumn leaf, with 
brown hair and brown eyes, friendly and 
sweet. He said, ‘I thought we were made 
for each other, Abbie. But when I asked 
her to marry me she laughed in my 
face!’ ” 

“An autumn leaf...’’ Thea said. Her 
voice was scarcely audible now. She 
said brokenly, “Larry wrote a poem to 
me once. I have it still. That was the 
name of it . . . Oh, Abbie,” she said, 
“how could I ever have known?” 

Abbie didn’t answer. If she’d said 
anything, she would have said, “How 
could you not have known?” But she 
realized that it wasn’t in her heart to 
understand the tormented, in-grown 
awareness that had dominated Thea’s 
life in those days. Everything had been 
colored by jealousy and resentment, dis- 
torted beyond all reason ...so that when 
the time had come, she hadn’t been able 


4 


- 


to recognize love in its. true enduring 
form. 

Thea said it for her finally. She said 
despairingly, “I twisted every word he 
said, I revised it downward into con- 
descension and compromise. I was so 
sure it was you he really loved, and that 
I was just a rebound, a second best... 
An autumn leaf,” she repeated un- 
steadily. ‘‘That was what he called me, 
Abbie. That was what he said so often!” 

hea left the room. Her brown eyes 
were unguarded now, and very lonely. 
She came back with a paper in her hand, 
and handed it to Abbie. The paper was 
old and smudged and carefully mended. 
Abbie read the title, “An Autumn Leaf,” 
and then she read the poem, and then 
she burst into tears. 

Because it seemed such a waste. Such 
an utter and needless waste! 

“Don’t do that, Abbie,” Thea said, 
almost gently. “You mustn’t, please. 
You see, I have Ralph to think of. 
Ralph is lonely too.” 

She went to the desk in the corner and 
handed Abbie some papers. She said, 
“*Here are the notes for Tom’s business. 
I don’t want them now. And I won’t be 
able to stand it if you don’t take 
them...” 

Abbie took the notes, and Thea sat 
down on the sofa and covered her face 
with her hands. She said, ‘You see, I 
wasn’t ready for love in those days. 
There wasn’t room in my heart to believe 
in love. I was too busy hating you, 
Abbie.” 

“I know,” Abbie said unsteadily. 
““Oh, Thea, I do know now!” 

*““Not really,” Thea said quietly. 
““You never can. You just aren’t made 
that way.” 

She looked plainer and less assured. 
But there was a kind of peace in her 
face now, and when she smiled, it was 
the saddest smile Abbie thought that 
she had ever seen. “Ralph Blanchard is 
a good man, Abbie,” she said. ‘“‘He 
believes in me, and he trusts me.”’ She 
spoke quietly, and her voice seemed to 
be coming from a great distance, almost 
from a different world, 


*” oA RAINY DAY & 


By Janet Craig-James 


When days of Spring go frisking by, I know that people such as I, 
Should think of moths, and wax and cleaning, but Spring to me has no 


such meaning. 


I cast my dusting mop aside, to view my fresh young sprouts with pride. 
A robin’s roundelay at seven can bring me one step closer Heaven, 
And pussy willows bursting through to catch a glimpse of tranquil blue, 
Wave furry fingers in my face, and once again I fall from grace. 


The warmth of Summer comes, and now, I take another solemn vow, 
And speaking to my neighbor, tell ‘er, I'm going to scrub down to the cellar, 


But warm mist rising from the stream, can make me walk as in a dream 
Serene and barefoot through the grass, and as the days of Summer pass, 
I haunt the woods, or even worse—thread shining words in strings of verse; 
Inspired by drowsy lanes and lakes, and the soft sound the evening makes. 


Why can't I work when Autumn days, with glowing shades are all ablaze, 
And lazy leaves come drifting down, each in a rustling taff'ta gown? 


Those distant hills wrapped in a cloak, of red, and blue like muted smoke 
Await my step, and winding ways, bespeak the haunt of gnomes and fays, 
The Autumn wind is quite aloof and stings my cheek in sharp reproof, 

That lowly mortals such as I should waste the days that hasten by. 


Winter strolls in. And so I cried, ‘These are the days to work inside,” 
But then I found this was not so, for who could waste the first soft snow? 


The air itself is all afloat with crystal flakes, and soon a coat 

Is wrapped around each shiv‘ring tree, a miracle that all may see; 
While evergreens stand there on guard, a setting for a Christmas card. 
The crowded years roll back and then—I am a little girl again. 


But now today’s a day of rain, so hide your face, O, errant sun, 
Let streams of water wash the pane, today I'll get my ironing done! 
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Y SAFE! Soak your plate or bridge 
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Besides, plate material is 60 times softer 
than natural teeth. Brushing with ordinary 
dentifrices and soaps can wear down fitting 
—. Then your plate loosens! 

ith Polident, there’s no brushing—so 
no danger! It’s the new, safe way to keep 
dentures sparkling clean and odor-free . . . 
just by easy, daily soaking. Using Polident 
daily helps maintain your denture’s orig- 
inal natural appearance—for about 1¢ a 
day. All drug counters; 40¢, 75¢. 
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the friendships, every ounce of recogni- 
tion that I craved.” 

“But, Thea, you must be exag- 
gerating...” 

**T think I could have stood it,” Thea 
went on stonily, “if it hadn’t been so 
easy for you, Abbie. But without even 
trying you got every single thing I 
wanted.” 


AFTER THAT Thea’s voice went on 
and on, and Abbie sat quite still, 
listening, through a haze of disbelief to 
an endless list of grievances. The time 
they had both been nominated for presi- 
dency of the House, and Abbie had got it, 
the day Abbie had dashed off a sketch at 
theJast minute and been made art editor 
of the magazine, after Thea had tried 
so desperately. The teachers who had 
preferred Abbie; the friends who had 
dropped Thea like a hot cake at a nod 
from Abbie Farnum. They mounted up 
in distorted confusion, episode after 
episode, through each succeeding year. 
“And always,” Thea said _ harshly, 
“you handed me the leftovers, Abbie. 
You let me tag along in the background, 
you manoeuvred my drawings into the 
end pages of the magazines. You con- 
descended patiently, month after month, 
and I tell you, no one can stand that 
sort of thing forever.” 

“But I didn’t know,” Abbie said 
helplessly. “‘Believe me, Thea, I never 
realized it at all.” But even as she spoke 
she saw that nothing she could say 
would be of any use, because jealousy 
like this must be a kind of disease, 
something so corroding and personal 
that only those who have the symptoms 
can really understand them. She 
made an effort, though. She said, “They 
seem like such little things, Thea, to 
remember all these years, and to take 
so much trouble about, so long after- 
ward!” 

“Maybe so,” Thea agreed quietly. “I 
think I would have forgotten in time if 
it hadn’t been for something else.” 

“Something else?” Abbie asked. And 
now she was really afraid. A new force 
had come into the room, a new malig- 
nancy, so that it was hard to breathe, 
hard to sit quietly in front of the fire. 

Thea said steadily, “I might have 
forgotten, Abbie, if it hadn’t been for a 
boy named Larry Kinsman.” 

“Larry!” 

“Yes. Another of your cast-offs.” 

“But I don’t understand...” 

“Surely you haven’t forgotten Larry?” 

*"No, of course not.” And even as 
she spoke Abbie began remembering 
things about Larry Kinsman, until it 
seemed almost as though he were 
in the same room with them so clearly 
could she see him—a tall, slightly built 
young man, with steady hazel eyes anda 
sensitive, rather poetic face . . . For 
some reason that made her think about 
Ralph Blanchard with a curious un- 
easiness; made her recall with startling 
clarity his too-heavy, almost paternal 
face and manner... When you thought 
of Ralph and then remembered Larry 
Kinsman, and those rare dynamic 
qualities of his... 

Suddenly Abbie was shivering, and 
saying with desperate urgency, “Don’t 
tell me any more, Thea. Please! All 
this happened so long ago!” 

“Time is a purely relative matter,” 
Thea said. And she added, in a flat, 
almost indifferent voice, “Larry Kins- 
man was the only man I’ve ever loved, 
Abbie. And when he asked me to marry 


him, I laughed in his face.” 


“Thea, I don’t understand. I don’t 
see why...” 

“‘Because you spoiled that for me too, 
Abbie Farnum! That’s why! You 
spoiled everything that mattered to 
me!”’ Thea’s voice fell; and Abbie had a 
curious feeling, as though this scene 
had been planned so often that it 
had become inevitable, something that 
couldn’t possibly have been avoided ... 
For 15 years Thea had been substituting 
resentment for the love she had for- 
feited. And by now that resentment, 
and the chance to compensate for it, 
had become an urgent necessity for her. 

“Tt’s really very obvious,” Thea con- 
tinued drily. “‘I wasn’t going to marry 
one of your cast-offs, Abbie. I wasn’t 
going through life playing second fiddle 
to you.” She smiled, and that made it 
even worse. She said, “In essence it was 
the same pattern, repeating itself in the 
same old way. Larry had been taking 
you around all winter, and finally you 
got tired of him and passed him along to 
me. You even introduced us at a dance 
one night. . Her voice quickened 
with anger. She said, “As usual I was 
the rebound girl, the colorless com- 
promise. Once more I was being handed 
your leftovers, Abbie. Only this time I 
was supposed to go through life in that 
capacity. And maybe I could have stood 
even that, if I hadn’t loved Larry like a 
crazy thing. I think if I had married 
him under those circumstances I would 
have killed him!” 

“Tf only you’d told me!” Abbie said 
stupidly, because all the time she was 
trying to picture how it would feel to 
love someone, and have your love so 
warped by disbelief... 

“Not then, I couldn’t have,” Thea 
said. “I had to wait until I had the 
upper hand!” She laughed. She seemed 
to be recovering some of her composure, 
returning, at least partially, to the 
present. “I’ve never seen him since; I’m 
thankful for that much,” she said. “We 
both graduated from our respective 
colleges, and a couple of years later I 
came East and met Ralph...” 

“Larry Kinsman is married too,” 
Abbie said. 

Thea nodded abstractedly. = 
imagined as much,” she said. She 
leaned back against the sofa with a 
gesture almost of relief. “And now 
that my skeletons are out of the closet, 
let’s return to your little problems, 
Abbie. Let’s see how you like the second- 
fiddle role!” 

Abbie felt almost sick with pity, but 
Thea continued to play her neat, un- 
subtle little game. Now she was saying, 
almost pleasantly, “There’s an old 
proverb, isn’t there, Abbie? ‘Every dog 
has his day!” 

“Yes,” Abbie agreed in a low voice. 
She knew she would have to teil Thea 
the truth; she couldn’t let her go through 
life living a lie. Finally she said un- 
steadily, “‘There’s one thing wrong about 
your story, Thea, because you really 
weren’t playing second fiddle at all.” 
And she added, almost regretfully, 
“Larry never loved me, Thea. Never in 
the world! He was just helping Tom 
out, taking me around that winter...” 

Thea smiled scornfully. “I suppose 
you expect me to believe that!” she said. 

Abbie pressed her hands against her 
eyes—trying to encompass the years, to 
relive those days that were almost 
forgotten now. Her own life had been so 
full and active that they seemed to 


belong to another era—those months 





HERE’S WAY TO HELP 


UILD UP 
RED BLOOD 


to get more 


STRENGTH 


if your blood LACKS IRON! © 





Iron Tonics 





@ You girls who suffer so from simple 
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games. Leagues are maintained but, as 
far as your correspondent knows, there 
are no professional players. 
earns his living at a job. However, 
human nature being what it is, one 
doesn’t doubt that a national champion 
working in a shop doesn’t have to work 
very hard, or for that matter very much, 


Everyone 


Horse racing is popular. Moscow 
races are attended by four or five 
thousand people. Betting is permitted 
and, in fact, encouraged. But it would 
take a lot of propaganda to get your 
correspondent to put any money on the 
nose because you have to put it on two 
noses simultaneously. A sort of double 
in one race. You must select both first 
and second horses. The odds, those in 
the know say, are slightly against you 
—just about a million to one. 

Business state-owned, are 
sedate concerns, with crisply efficient 
stenographers, bookkeepers, secretaries. 
As with us, secretaries have been known 
to marry their bosses. Office employees 
in wartime worked 10 to 12 hours. 
Before the war they worked only seven, 
and sometimes six. Absence for sickness 
or other justifiable cause—like having a 
husband come back from the wars—does 
not mean loss of pay. But one must 
have a doctor’s slip or other corrobora- 
tive evidence . . . or else. 

Better gambling than horse racing is 
life insurance. The Russians are great 
patrons of this form of savings. All 
insurance is written by a state-owned 
company. A person must undergo a 
medical examination, and pass other 
tests, exactly as with us. A 35-year-old 
man taking out a 20-year life insurance 
policy for the equivalent of $25,000 will 
be expected to pay 46.5 rubles per 1,000 
rubles per year, or approximately 
$1,116 annual premium. Can anyone 
afford this in Russia? Yes: writers, 
artists, opera and motion picture stars, 
inventors, well-to-do farmers. 

In casting a glance at all these lesser- 
known features of Soviet life, so many 


houses, 


other questions come to mind. The 
police, for example, or the libraries. 
The police—called militia—is com- 


posed of about an equal number of men 
The girls do traffic duty, 
Their 
ours, 


and women. 
and when necessary, 
system of arrests is the 
except that in minor infractions, such as 
jumping off a moving 


cover a beat. 
same as 


jaywalking, or 
streetcar, you are asked to pay a line 
on the spot. If you refuse you are taken 
to the militia station and appear before 
the lieutenant who can fine you three 
times as much. There is no equivalent 
of our police courts, but their 
trates’ court is the closest to our concept 


magis- 


of quick justice. 

Russia is replete with lending libraries 
the the trade-unions, 
schools, Books are 
given out free of charge. There 
equivalent of our corner four-cent-a-day 


state, 
farms. 


owned by 
factories, 
is no 


library. 
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ALL RUSSIAN stores are “ 
stores, that is they belong to “* 
which in turn are owned by the cities, 
wards, republics, whole country. Thus 
Glavosobtorg (Chief Organization for 
Special Trading) owns all stores in which 


trading is done outside the ration system 


* 


and at comparatively high prices. These 


shops are replete with ever ything under 
the sun—from bananas in the groceries 
to pianos in the department. stores. 
The main Moscow department store is 
very much like a second-rate depart- 
ment store in any North American city. 
Goods are generally of high quality 
but poor finish, The rationed 
goods stores, still under the influence of 
wartime conditions, have very little 
except the basic items of consumption. 


rather 


Immediately following the Supreme 
Soviet decree increasing aid to expectant 
mothers, orders went out to all repub- 
lies, provinces and cities to organize 
stores cate ring only to pre gnant women, 
with the aim of improving their supplies 
and eliminating the need for tiresome 
standing in queues. Such shops sell 
maternity dresses, layettes, medica- 
ments and foods necessary for special 
diets. The few I have seen were taste- 
fully decorated and contained chairs 
and benches on which the customers 
could sit while having the sales girls take 
their orders. 

On the whole, however, it must be 
said that the Russians, despite enormous 
difficulties and shortages which make 
their standard of living lower than ours, 
are doing the world’s best job of caring 
for expectant mothers, and 
children. In cities liberated from the 
Germans, where the population. still 
lived under the effects of the nightmare 
of slavery, it was touching to see the 
Red Army and the civilian authorities 
make almost their first the 
opening of creches and kindergartens. 
Amazingly, youngsters in Russia, even 
during the worst period of the war, 
looked rather well fed although the 
unbalanced diet began to tell toward the 
end. The enormous number of women 
attracted to industry during the war, 
and still retained in industry owing to 
the loss of so many men, has made the 
creation of a vast network of children’s 
homes, kindergartens and _ nurseries 
absolutely necessary. Most children 
receive hot meals in-schools and free 
medical care. (All medical care in 
Russia is free.) Aid sent from Canada 
and other Allies during the war helped 
to alleviate the difficulties of both 
and children’s lives and has 


babies 


concern 


mothers’ 
laid deep foundations for warm human 
friendship between our countries. 

Then you may ask about theatres. 
Excellent. Ballet: irresistible, superb. 
Musical comedies are loved, but there 
are very few if any on modern themes. 
No “Of Thee I Sing,” for example. There 
special theatres for children—in 
and a couple of puppet 


are 
Moscow two, 
theatres. 

But the movies hold top place with 
all the The 


neighborhood movie is a club house, 


Ivanoviches. Russian 
with concert halls for intermissions and 
waiting, libraries, rooms for chess and 
checkers. Very often the 
arrange for Heroes of the Soviet Union, 


theatres 


professors, scientists, travellers to attend 
performances and “meet the folks.” This 
has been a very successful idea, 

American movies are liked best. As I 
have stated, “‘Charley’s Aunt” panicked 
’em. And“ Bambi” plays to S.R.O. 

Such are the Russians en deshabille, so 
to speak. 

And all these things we do not know 


about them, they, in their own turn, do 


not know about us. So there we are. 


* 
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She Called 


Losing interest— losing friends — she 
never went out any more— always too 
tired, “Nerves,” she thought — but it 
was her kidneys, the filters of her 
blood, that needed attention. Delay 
meant danger. She took Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills at once. The improved action of 
her kidneys helped to clear away blood 
impurities and excess acids. Fatigue, 
headache, backache, lack of energy, 
disappeared. 131 
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cian, Murine is used in indus- 
trial plants and first aid kits. 
It is safe, gentle and most 
soothing: contains a scien- 
tific blend of seven ingredi- 
ents. Help tired eyes with 
Murine. Ask for it by name! 
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THE BEST WAY TO GET STARTED 


WRITING for MAGAZINES 


Develop the writing habit under 
the personal direction of an 
experienced writer or editor 


The Magazine Institute, a private 
school completely owned and oper- 
‘ated by successful editors and writers, 
offers a series of fascinating assign- 
ments designed to get you started and 

you writing. ey are sent regu- 
larly to your home, where you work 
on them in spare time. You may con- 
centrate on either short story or article 
work, advancing as rapidly as your 
ability warrants. Every assignment 
you submit is returned with detailed 
criticism. 


SUCCESSFUL WRITERS SHOW YOU 
THE TRICKS OF THE TRADE 


Every Magazine Institute instructor is a 
writer or editor of magazine experience. The 
course was prepared by men and women who 
have made a success of the business of writ- 
ing, whose stories and articles you have read 
in national magazines. You deal personally 
with your instructor, asking as many questions 
as you like, receiving his frank and friendly 
comments on each assignment, learning from 
him just what you need to do to fit your work 
to the demands of the modern magazine mar- 
ket. He suggests outlets for you, shows you 
where the beginning writer has the best 
chance. 


SEND FOR FREE CATALOG TODAY 


The free catalog, offering a detailed descrip- 
tion of the Magazine Institute plan of modern 
help to writers, telling about opportunities for 
writers, and identifying the writers and edi- 
tors who serve as instructors, will be sent on 
request. Inquirers will also receive ‘‘The Best 
Job in the World” listing unsolicited testi- 
monials from successful graduates. (The 
Magazine Institute does not use paid testi- 
monials.) Fill in the coupon and mail today. 


| THE MAGAZINE INSTITUTE, Inc. 
| Dept. 223-D, 50 Rockefeller Plaza 
i Rockefeller Center, New York 20, N. ¥. 


! 
Please send free catalog, no obligation, to: | 
! 
| 
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i (Inquiries confidential. No salesman will call) 






Baby 
Talk 


Crochet these new 
wardrobe items for 
the young master 


E great big smile on this young superman’s chubby face is his 
way of showing how he feels about the business of keeping cosy 
and warm, but looking smart and up-to-date too! He'd love a 
set like this one—bonnet, sacque and bootees—because he firmly 

believes that a fellow needs extra woollies any time of the year— 
and especially for the spring pram parade. 

The filet crochet stitch is simple to follow, and firm enough to 
stand wear and washing without losing shape. Bonnet and sacque, 
both to be lined for extra warmth, are designed for a good fit, and 
the bootees, nicely shaped, are deep-cuffed to stay put on kicking 
feet. Instructions for these exclusive Chatelaine crochet designs may 
be obtained from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 481 University Avenue, 
Toronto 2, Order $119, Bonnet and Sacque, 10 cents; $118, Bootees, 
5 cents. 
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I: the daily grind is getting 
you down, if you're irritable, 
jumpy, easily upset, try Fellows’ 
Syrup of Hypophosphites. 
Known the world over, 
Fellows’ contains the essential 
mineral elements meeded to 
tone up your nerves, to enrich 
yout blood, to improve your 
appetite and help you get full 
value from your food. 


Fellows’ Syrup has helped ner- 
vous run-down people for more 
than 75 years; Get a bottle 
from your druggist todays 


Large family size bottle—$1.39 
- Regular size 89c; 


FELLOWS’ 


44 fz ene ed VA ee 
ye een 


..- AND LOOK IO 
YEARS YOUNGER : 


2 Now, at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to 
natural-appearing shades—from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
money back. Ageroved by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a purely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray oe. 
pears. Easy to prove on a test_lock of your hair. 50c 
and $1.50 at druggists. Get BROWNATONE now, or 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


Mention_natural color of Png hair, Send a pot card 
today— BROW NATONE, Dept. 123, COVINGTON, KY. 
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~ Materials and Methods 


IN THE NEWS 


EMEMBER HOW the spider invited the fly to 
step into his parlor? The living room shown 
above makes the same request of the winter 
sun. But once it sets its rays inside the window, 
they’re imprisoned and every bit of heat is 
extracted from them. A commendable bit of treachery 
considering it slices chunks off the fuel bill. Ask Mr. 
and Mrs. R. Coffey, owners of this solar house at 
Dundas, Ont. They know! 
Solar heating is a development made possible by a 
new kind of glass. In fact, it may surprise you to learn 
how many more innovations result from improvements 


% Mgcuane 
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By John Caulfield Smith 
Architectural Editor 


in old materials than from discovery of entirely new 
ones. Evolution in the construction industry takes 
place slowly. Established methods, materials and 
equipment are not discarded unless there is something 
of proved worth to replace them. 

The glass used in solar design has been tried and 
tested under the severest climatic conditions in the 
world: at the South Pole, where a difference of 150 


Ronny Jaques 


degrees prevailed between indoor and outdoor tem- 
peratures. It consists of two or more sheets of polished 
glass, separated from one another by a dehydrated air 
space, and sealed together by a metal edge. 

Not only does this multiple glass remain clear at 
times when a single sheet of glass would be foggy or 
frosted, but it insulates against heat loss. In double- 
thickness form it has as much insulation value as an 
eight-inch-thick brick wall. Double thickness is 
usually enough for house windows, except in exposed 
locations where triple thickness may be needed. 

In addition to insulation, 4 Continued on next page 
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Come in and choose 


aur ow SINGER 





@ Style and economy are yours in this handsome, modern desk model. Singer sewing 
efficiency, with plenty of drawer space too—to hold your sewing things and station- 
ery. Asmooth electric sewing machine! 


sesaenar§ 


er 


eee o> 


© Your Singer Sewing Center is not only equipped to sell or rent you sewing machines 
— but is a gold mine of sewing help, besides! Try the Notions Counter for your 
shoulderpads, thread, shields, trimmings, and dress accessories. Ask about our lessons 
in cutting, fitting, and home decoration. Make this your headquarters for sewing! 


Copyright U.S.A., 1946, by the Singer Manufacturing Co. All rights reserved for all countries, 








@ Whisk it out of sight in its dustproof, light-weight wood cover when you're 
through sewing anything, anywhere, on this compact portable. Has knee or foot 
control, quiet enclosed motor, large capacity round bobbin. 





@This modern treadie machine sews forward or backward, offers hinged presser 
foot, dial tension control and all other latest Singer sewing features, May casily be 
converted for electrical operation, if later desired. 


UNDREDS OF THOUSANDS of women have been waiting for the day they 
H could get a new sewing machine. 

Well—that day is here and you can really walk into your local Singer 
Sewing Center and order the machine of your dreams—a new Singer. 

Think of the joy of having a Singer—that does every job smoothly, so 
efficiently and easily that sewing becomes fun instead of work! 

Yes, the new Singers are wonderful—and no matter what model you 
choose—cabinet, desk or portable—you’ll bless the faithful year-in, year- 
out service you’ll get from the smooth-running machine inside it. 

Decide today to have a Singer of your very own! 


SINGER 


SEWING MACHINE COMPANY 


e@For your protection Singer Sewing 
Machine Company sells its machines only 
through its Sewing Centers identified 
by the famous Red ‘’S’’ trademark on 
the window—never through department 
stores or other sewing machine dealers, 


SEWING CENTERS 
EVERYWHERE 
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CLOTHING 

















Moth worms feast on 
your favourite suit... 
(enlarged about 30 times). 


A magnifying glass might 
reveal a hungry saboteur at 
work on your clothing and 
drapes. Moth worms hatch in 
dark, warm places, eating 
their fill before emerging as 
flying moths to lay more 
eggs. 30 days complete their 
life cycle, then you have a 
new crop of hungry worms. 
Fly-Tox is your potent ally 
against moth life. 


MORE ECONOMICAL 










Fly-Tox, developed by 
Rex Research, isareliable, 
potent insecticide, yet is 
absolutely harmless to deli- 
cate fabrics. Fly-Tox is eco- 
nomical, too, because it kills 
swiftly, surely; yet there is 
no unpleasant odour. 


Save Moth Tax 


e. 


Canada pays an annual 
moth damage bill of 
$22,000,000 — or 
$10.00 per family, not 
to mention the time 
and trouble of trying 
to replace 
? damaged 
?articles. Don’t take 
chances—spray Fly- 
Tox into cupboards 
regularly. Get a large 
bottle of economical 
Fly-Tox at your 
nearest store today. 


KILLS MOTHS AND OTHER INSECT PESTS 





MOTH WORMS 
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On account of the large size of the 
sheets of multiple glass used, windows in 
a solar house are usually fixed in place. 
his means they are both rainproof and 
burglarproof. The common method of 
providing for fresh air takes the form of 
ventilating louvers placed on the south, 
under the windows, and on the north, 
over them. The louvers are screened 
and ventilation is controlled by a hinged 
panel operated from inside. 

It’s not hard to keep window walls 
clean. Because the edges are sealed, dirt 
cannot filter in between the sheets of 
multiple glass. There are only two 
surfaces to maintain spotless and 
shining. It’s easier.to look after them 
than to fuss with a window divided into 
small rectangles, each with four corners. 
All that’s required is a pail of hot water, 
a brush and a squeegee similar to the 
type used by professional window 
cleaners. 

Fading of fabrics and carpets by the 
sun cannot be prevented except by use of 
specially treated glass. Some satisfaction 
can be derived from the fact that with 
large windows fading is so uniform it can 
hardly be noticed! The furnishings of a 
solar house should not have to be 
renewed more frequently than those of 
an ordinary dwelling. 


MANY HOUSES designed to use mul- 
tiple glass also feature dry construction. 
That is to say they do not employ plaster 
as an interior finish. Instead they place 
reliance upon plywood and boards made 
of gypsum, wood fibre or asbestos 
cement, 

The shortage of plasterers is one 
reason why dry construction has been 
adopted. But plaster itself is also to 
blame. Its greatest fault as a material is 
the fact that its use involves great 
quantities of water, a menace to other 
materials such as wood, which must be 
kept dry if they are to give satisfactory 
service. It requires weeks for the 
moisture to evaporate, resulting in delay 
and added expense. And, even taking 
every precaution, cracks usually make 
an appearance. 

Plywood is particularly attractive for 
interior work. The most recent develop- 
ment is the “striated” variety, which is 
made by running ordinary plywood 
sheets through cutting knives that score 
the surface with myriads of tiny lines all 
going in the same direction. When ply- 
wood sheets of this type are mounted 
side by side, the joint between them is 
practically invisible. 

Other new varieties soon to be avail- 
able include plywood combined with 
colored laminates; with metal, cloth or 
impregnated paper; in the form of angles 
and molded shapes; and fire-resistant 
panels. One Canadian company, utiliz- 
ing its wartime experience, has already 
introduced a line of molded plywood 
trim for doors and windows. 

Regarding doors and windows, the 
trend on the part of manufacturers Is to 
market a “packaged” product. Doors 
and windows, together with their 
frames and trim, are sold as complete 
units. In the case of windows, sash are 
hung, weatherstripping applied, and 
storm sash and screens fitted right in 
the factory. Some firms carry the idea 
of standardization of building elements 
further and manufacture prefabricated 
kitchen cupboards, staircases, entrance 
doorways, china cabinets and fireplace 
mantels. They retain prominent archi- 

# Continued on page 77 
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interior breathes style 
and distinction. Standard 
panels of Masonite* 
Presdwood with bev- 
elled edges, and 2-line 
scoring, achieve the mod- 
ern wall decoration; ceil- 
ing also of Presdwood. 
All painted a rich ivory. 
Beauty and good taste— 
with economy, 


provides gracious for- 
mality in a practical man- 
ner, with plank-effect on 
walls obtained by scoring 
Tempered Presdwood. 
Ceiling is beautifully 
patterned by grooving 
and bevelling this same 
versatile material. 





{his 
Batwow 


with its water-resistant 
walls that are so easily 
kept gleaming and spot- 
less, is featured by bath- 
recess of Temprtile. Set-in 
shelves, upper walls, and 
marbelized wear-resisting 
wainscot are all of Tem- 


pered Presdwood, 
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(Voit fou Maronite Masonite Brand Products are in great demand for Canada’s 
rehabilitation and post-war expansion programs ...caus- 
ing a shortage of this most versatile building material. 
Everything possible, however, is being done to overcome the shortage. So it will pay you to wait... 
for only modern, economical Masonite can 
reproduce beautiful rooms like these, 
whether you are building a new home or 
renovating an old one. 
In the meantime, send the coupon and learn 
the many ways Masonite can improve your 
home...simplify your building problems. 


INTERNATIONAL FIBRE BOARD LIMITED, 
Gatineau, Que., Dept. 122 


Please send me—FREE—samples of Masonite, 
complete information and booklet, ‘Distinctive 
Interiors for the Modern Home.” 





PrN iaiks. chkktsnctsietnetisiaecdnmeintthiensatcialieneeninammtatetiabiiaahien 
TEU. cis ccsctnictnbasidlabentinhiasindaiimeniante shaphaneainitiiaaiania 
* ‘MASONITE’ IS A REGISTERED TRADE MARK 
AND SIGNIFIES THAT MASONITE COMPANY OF City ks a Prov Se ot 


CANADA LTD, IS THE SOURCE OF THE PRODUCT. 
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Sune 


Heating is 2 


Simple problem for him 


The Eskimo has reduced heating to its lowest possible deno- 
minator—walrus blubber and a wick, and he is set for the 
winter. 

But for home owners picking out a heating system, it 
isn’t quite as simple as that. What sort of fuel is preferred 
or most practical—wood, coal, gas, oil? Should the system be 
hand-fired, mechanically fired using a stoker or blower, or 
completely automatic? Is the basement to be heated? These 
and many other questions arise concerning the installation of 
the equipment so vital to your health and comfort throughout 
our rigorous Canadian winters. 

Be sure you get the right answers. Consult your heating 
contractor in the first instance, —— your overall re- 
quirements and preferences and seeking his counsel. He 
knows what equipment will work best for you. He will make 
a study of your requirements and will recommend the type 
of Crane heating which will give you the utmost in comfort, 
reliability and economy. 


When you build, build for permanent freedom from 
heating worries—build 
your home around Crane 
hot water heating. 


CRANE LIMITED: HEAD OFFICE 


1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal 


NATION-WIDE SERVICE THROUGH BRANCHES, WHOLESALERS AND PLUMBING 


and HEATING CONTRACTORS 











the glass provides “insolation” — 
a new term you'll be meeting 
with. The rays of the sun have a 
short wave length. They pass 
through the glass, strike the 
various objects in the room and 
are reflected from them. But 
enough of the rays’ warmth is 
absorbed to lengthen their wave 
length so much that the glass 
will not retransmit them, I n- 
stead of the heat being lost, as in 
the case of single glazing, it is 
trapped and utilized. 

All very well, you’re thinking, 
but who would want to live in a 
solar house in summer? The heat 
would bake you like a potato in 
an oven! 

Not correct. Though roof and 
walls are packed with insulation, 
the real secret lies in the plan of 
the house and the way in which 
it is placed on the site. The plan 
is generally rectangular in shape, 
with the north side acting as a 
buffer. against winter winds. 
Living quarters always face 
south and are protected by a 
wide, overhanging roof eave. 
Gordon S. Adamson, Toronto 
architect who pioneered this field 


of design in Canada, explains, GiB 


“* Because of the difference in the 

angle at which sun’s rays strike 
vertical surfaces in midwinter as com- 
pared with midsummer, it is possible by 
means of overhanging eaves or other 
projections to eliminate the direct rays 
in summer and take full advantage of 
them in winter.” 


WINDOWS ON the south wall of a solar 
house are practically continuous. The 
quality and amount of light admitted are 
amazing. Strangely enough, there is no 
glare. With conventional windows glare 
is caused by the strong contrast between 
the relatively small light areas and the 
dark surfaces of surrounding walls. In 
solar houses entire walls are windows 
and the even illumination does away 
with glare. 

Window walls provide a means of 
resting the eyes that is very beneficial. 
Medical authorities point out that eyes 
need rest just as much as, or more than, 
any other part of the body. They are 
completely at rest only when they are 
looking farther than 20 feet. With the 
huge glass areas of a solar house it is 





Plywood, a dry wall finish especially 
suitable for interior use, can also be 
employed in making built-in furniture, 


impossible for eyes to be employed for 
long periods without surveying the view 
and thus being relieved of strain, 

Care must be taken in placing win- 
dows td preserve privacy. The ideal 
location for a solar house is on the south 
side of an east-west street. This permits 
the main rooms to enjoy proper exposure 
while overlooking the garden. Lots on 
north-south streets present a problem, 
requiring a fairly wide frontage. On a 
large lot the house can be planned all on 
one floor, whereas on a narrow lot it will 
probably have two stories. 

Even on cloudy days a certain amount 
of solar heat is obtained. But because it 
cannot be stored, a heating plant of 
normal capacity is required. Whatever 
system is used must be flexible. It 
should be possible to kill manufactured 
heat as soon as the sun’s rays penetrate 
the rooms, and revive it just as fast when 
solar heat is no longer available To 
ensure most economical results, mech- 
anical firing and some method of auto- 
matic control are required. 





, Stock building elements like windows, doors, cupboards, etc., are 
ae being produced in factories. This Georgian style mantel is archi- 
tect-designed, but because of assembly-line methods price is modest 
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Border or cut-out motifs from wallpaper can bring new interest to 
furniture and accessories. Consider this treatment for a small bed- 


room or powder room that won’t accommodate many pieces. Give 
over one wall entirely to the dressing table group which is worked 
out by using two chests brought together by a long mirror topped 
with a wooden valance box concealing the lighting. Decorate the 
valance box and frame the mirror with the border or rows of cut- 
outs—and you might like matching treatment on plain lamp shades. 
Or, if you start with unpainted chests, how about using a few yards 
of attractive wallpaper pattern to cover all their visible surfaces, 
protecting the treatment with colorless shellac after the paste has 
dried? Arrange this grouping against a plain wall and have the 
other three walls done in the same pattern, Striking! 





Papers that simulate wood can give 
you a “panelled” study at a small frac- 
tion of the expense involved in a real 
installation. These wood papers are ex- 
traordinarily good-looking; you needn’t 
be afraid of finishing up with a cheap 
imitation. Sometimes a split treatment 
is used—that is, a natural pine paper on 
the fireplace and bookcase wall say, 
and a pretty colonial type design on 
the others. 





Materials and Methods 
in the News 
Continued from page 75 


tects to prepare authentic designs which 
are then produced by assembly-line 
methods to sell at a modest price. 

Two new types of window screens are 
already on the market. One operates on 
the principle of the Venetian blind: by 
means of infinitely small horizontal 
louvers the sun’s rays are deflected, thus 
keeping rooms cooler in summer. The 
other utilizes plastic cloth which has the 
advantages of neither rusting nor 
staining. 

Plastics will, of course, be increasingly 
used in residential work. Applications 
will be both utilitarian and decorative. 
For instance, it is now possible to mold 
an entire kitchen drainboard and back- 
splash in a single plastic section capable 


of taking any punishment a housewife 
can inflict on it. More dramatic, per- 
haps, is a crystal-clear plastic which had 
its premier showing in Toronto last 
fall. Though as transparent as glass it is 
only half as heavy. It is highly shatter- 
resistant and can be easily worked and 
formed. A sample installation showed 
its use in a bedroom, dressing room and 
bath. Transparent walls, indirectly 
illuminated, presented a striking archi- 
tectural picture. 

Another addition to the company of 
new materials contributing to construc- 
tion progress is an amazing waterproof 
coating. It comes in the form of a white 
powder, ground to finer consistency even 
than face powder, which becomes an 
insoluble compound after being mixed 
with water and spread on a_ porous 
masonry surface. This magic material 
penetrates the smallest pores and 
because it expands as it dries, provides 
absolutely watertight protection. 
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GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 


YES INDEED! For fresher, brighter clothes — for faster 
time from tub to line — choose an easy-to-operate, thrifty 
General Electric Washer. Equipped with the exclusive 
G-E Activator, gentle yet positive in action, this attrac- 
tively streamlined washing machine safely cleanses the 
sheerest lingerie and effectively washes the heaviest blan- 
ket. See these time, labour and clothes-saving models. 
Other G-E home-laundry equipment will include the G-E 
Tumbler Dryer, and Ironer. For earliest possible delivery 
contact your General Electric Appliance Dealer — today! 


CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC 
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OU'’LL CHEER when you read this! 

The special metal cutting edge is 
back on the Foop-Saver box. How neatly 
you'll zip off just the right length now! 
More than ever you'll value Foop-Saver 
as the dainty protector of food freshness 
and flavor. 


Foop-SaAvEeR is pure Waxed Paper — pure 
as the food you serve. It's heavy, 
smooth and pliable too — easy to fold and 
tuck tightly around foods or stretch over 
bowls, jars and tins. 


) Formerly called Para-Sani, Foop-Saver 
J is the nation’s fastest-selling household 
Waxed Paper—produced in Canada and 
sold from coast-to-coast. 


APPLEFORD PAPER PRODUCTS LIMITED 


Hamilton Toronto Montreal 








HEAVY WAXED PAPER 

















vs With Wallpapers 


by Margaret H. Reid 
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& ALLPAPER borders make news as they take to the ceiling—or 
dress up your windows. Here is an idea to freshen up your bed- 
room. Remove the cornice molding, if there is one there, and 

run one or two rows of border around the room—one on the ceiling 
and the other on the wall. Take down shabby overdraperies, and as 
a substitute outline the frames of the windows with the same wall- 
paper border, then use only crisp frilled glass curtains. Frame the 
doors in the same way. And, if you like, create the effect of a panel 
for your bedheads by running the border from floor to ceiling. A neat 
border of rose garlands on any plain-color wall will give you a new 
bedroom; costs practically nothing, and what’s more, it’s fun to do. 





For an apartment foyer, or any tired- 
looking hallway for that matter, a bold 
use of contrasting color and plain and 
patterned can work wonders. A longish 
narrow hall can gain in width and smart- 
ness by the combined use of a striped 
paper and mirrors. Run the paper 
across the width of the ceiling and down 
one wall. Leave the other walls a plain 
light color. Drape swags of harmonizing 
fabric over a pair of mirrors against the 
striped portion. 


& It’s familiar advice to say use a small-patterned paper on the 
ceiling and walls if you have dormer windows and a sloping roof 
but it’s still good! You can develop the theme with nice results by 
papering the panels in the doors, and using the same paper on closet 
and in bureau drawers. Makes a fresh, gay scheme for that extra 
bedroom in the attic. 


There’s news, too, in the ready-pasted wallpapers that can be 
applied to the wall quick as wink, and by any normally handy per- 
son. Patterns are in good variety—polka dots, stripes, flower motifs, 
etc.—and the directions for hanging are clear and easy to follow. 
After measuring and cutting required length, you dunk each piece 
holus-bolus in a bath or laundry tub filled with cool water, roll it up, 
lift it to let the water drip off, then apply to wall, smoothing it with 
the flat of your hand. No long tables required, no paste to be mixed, 
no brushes to be wielded. And what a break—not to have to wait 
your turn for the paperhanger! 
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because its clean 
. 





Your housewifely reputation is 
safe when you know your toilet 
bow! is clean. A clean toilet bowl 
has no odor. SANI-FLUSH is your 
safeguard—the toilet bowl clean- 
er that works quickly, surely, by 
chemical action. 

SANI-FLUSH disinfects — re- 
moves stains and invisible film, 
sources of germ growth and odors. 
No scrubbing. It’s harmless to 
septic tanks—works effectively 
in hard and soft water. Sold 
everywhere — two handy sizes. 
Made in Canada. Distributed by 
Harold F. Ritchie & 
Co., Ltd., Toronto, 
Ont. 
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EXTRA EARLY NEW TOMATO 


Early Chatham 





Earliest Quality Tomato Yet Developed 
— Valuable For All Parts of Canada 
Of immense value for the North and West and 
other short season districts. Highly desirable for 
all other areas too as an extra early sort producing 
fine quality ripe fruit as much as two weeks or 


more before most other varieties. Proved a sen- 
sation on the Prairies in 1943, 1944 and 1945, 
including such districts as Lethbridge and Brooks, 
Alta.; Indian Head and Swift Current, Sask.; 
Brandon and Morden, Man. Around Calgary, 
where first distributed under the name of “Al- 
berta”, gardeners were simply “wild about it. 
At Lethbridge Early Chatham ripened a week to 
twelve days before other extra early varieties. At 
Morden, Man., it has yielded as much as 20% 
to 40% greater crops than other good earlics. 
Early Chatham is dwarf, non-staking, and may be 
planted as closely as two feet each way. Fru‘ts 
uniform, fine shape and colour; delicious quali y- 
Average about 244 inches across but frequently 
Jarger. Order direct from this advertisement. 
As seed is not yet plentiful we cannot offer anet 
quantities than listed. (Pkt 15¢) (oz 75¢) postpaid. 


FREE —OUR BIG 1946 SEED AND 


NURSERY BOOK—Leads Again g2w 


DOMINION SEED HOUSE - GEORGETOWN, ONT. 
a aiainel 





position, but they managed nicely for 
Florence's money was in_ gilt-edged 
securities and Helen had a job. When 
Flore nce died she left her money to 
W liam for he had nothing else to keep 
him, But then he died shortly after and 
it was found that under an old will he 
had left everything to his sister. Thus 
none of Florence’s children got any of 
her money and it went to a stranger. 
Florence could easily have made out her 
will to provide that William would 
receive the interest on the money during 
his lifetime and that then it would go to 
Helen, who was unmarried, or to all the 
children if she preferred. 


WHEN YOU have decided how you 
want your property divided, tell the 
lawyer the whole circumstances, just 
exactly what you want to accomplish 
and what you want to avoid. He cannot 
carry out your wishes unless you give 
him the full facts. 

Then it is very important to keep a 
will up to date. It may have to be 
changed many times. If there is a birth 
or a death in the family it is likely that 
you will wish your property to be dis- 
tributed differently. When children be- 
come self-supporting and no longer need 
help, you may want your wife to get the 
whole estate. Or a change in financial 
conditions may call for a change in the 
will, especially if there are bequests for 
specific amounts. 

When Bruce McGregor was planning 
his large estate, among numerous other 
bequests he included a legacy of $1,000 
a year, tax free, to his married daughter 
Bertha. He left the very substantial 
residue of the estate to his wife. But he 
died when times were bad and it was 
found that he was not nearly so well off 
as it was believed. He had suffered 
serious losses and both real estate and 
stock market values were down. More- 
over interest rates were very much lower 
than when the will drawn and 
therefore more principal was needed to 
provide the $1,000 annual income. On 
top of that, income tax and succession 
duty rates had soared and a very much 
larger income was required to give 
$1,000 tax free. When it was all figured 
out, it was found that in order to give 
the daughter the $1,000 a year tax free, 
which originally was intended only as 
pin money, the entire estate would be 


was 


used up! 

In all, it is your duty to make a will no 
matter little may have to 
leave and to consider carefully so that 
the money will be justly distributed 
whatever the future may bring. Then 
keep your will up to date. Always con- 
sult a lawyer before you make your will 


or alter it. a 


how you 
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(letting heady 
eo os 
for Spring? 
h . 
Begin now to think about brightening your 
home for spring—with window treatment as 
a good starting point. You'll find many 


helpful new ideas on the making of glass 
curtains and draperies in our Chatelaine 


bulletin: 
. j ‘ \ > 
Make Your Own Curtains 
Service Bulletin No. 2100. Price 15 cents 


Order from Chatelaine Service Bulletin Dept., 
481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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RUST-PROOF BRASS 
FOR HARDWARE THAT 


ENDURES 


No other equipment for your home must withstand such 
rough usage as hardware. And experience has taught that no 
plating will long protect rustable metals. 


Hardware fashioned from solid Anaconda Brass cannot rust 
...imsures smooth operation... maintains its beauty . . . 
resists weather and wear! Your hardware dealer or building 
contractor will confirm these advantages of Anaconda Brass! 


If you plan to build, buy or modernize your home, 


FREE/ send for our 40-page book “Your Enduring Home”. 


ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS LIMITED 


(Made-in-Canada Products) 
Main Office and Plant: 
New Toronto, Ont. 


Montreal Office: 
939 Dominion Sq. Bldg. 





BUT BREATHES EASIER AS FRIENOS 


“BISSELL”* CLEANS UP EASILY, 
EVEN ONDER LOW FORNITURE. 


GASPS AS KIDDIES LITTER | 
POPCORN ALL OVER FRIENDS 
NEAT-AS-A- PIN RUG. 


YOUNGREN 


% a uw i * 
ENCHANTED WITH WAY BISSELL JExciTED TOHEAR SOME BISSELLS 
ADJUSTS SELF TO NAP-LENGTH [ARE AVAILABLE**-BEST FOR QUICK 


OF ANY ROG. CLEANINGS. SAVES VACUUM, Too, 


BISSELL SWEEPERS 


“REGISTERED TRADE-MA 


Sweep QUICKLY - Empty EASILY 
BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO. OF CANADA LIMITED 
GRAND RAPIDS 2, MICHIGAN 
(Factory at Niagara Falls, Canada) 


**Bissell is now 
making one mod- 
el in very limited 
quantities — sold 
only through 
dealers. 
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DOMINION ELECTROHOME INDUSTRIES LIMITED 
KITCHENER, ONTARIO 


ELECTROHOME RAD 


FANS 


AIR CONDITIONERS 





Making Your Will 


by Lillian D. Millar 


HEY COULDN'T find Peter’s will. 

Marjory had been confident that 

there was one and that everything 

was in order because she and Peter 

had discussed the whole matter after 
the new baby had arrived. They had 
searched but could find no trace of it. 
Finally they had to face the fact that 
there was no will. Evidently, although 
he had intended to, Peter had been so 
busy that he had not attended to it. And 
then it was too late, for one day they 
had found him dead at his desk at 
the office. 

Peter had always looked after the 
accounts and finances, and the family 
bank account was in his name. As 
Marjory did not have an account of her 
found herself temporarily 
without any money, for the law said that 
before*she could get any cash, or bills 
eguld be paid, the Court had to appoint 
an administrator of the estate. Marjory 
was horrified when they wanted to have 
Peter’s brother, George, with whom she 
had never been able to get along, made 
administrator. No doubt he was a good 
businessman but he was mean and 
difficult, so different from Peter. Then, 
to guard against his dissipating the 
funds, the law required that George put 
up a bond and the estate had to pay the 
premium. The state also had to bear the 
cost of advertising to find out if there 
were any outstanding debts. 

Marjory found that eventually she 
would receive $5,000 and one third of 
the balance of the estate. The other two 
thirds would be divided evenly among 
the three children. But until they 
become 21 years old she will not be able 
to spend their share except by special 
order of the court and then only in 
event of real need. Moreover she will 
have to account for everything she 
spends and she must satisfy the court 
that the money was used in the best 
interests of the children. But in Marjory’s 
opinion the last straw was added to her 
burden when she found that all through 
the years, until the baby was 21 years 
old, the estate would have to pay George 
for his services as administrator. And 
George is just the type of man to take 
the money. 

Marjory’s position was both difficult 
and galling. The settlement of the 
estate was complicated and costly. It 
was delayed for years, and she had to 
skimp and take in some roomers because 
she could not use the children’s share. 
But she was not so badly off as some, 
for at least eventually the money went 
to her and the children 
wanted to have it. 


own she 


the ones Peter 


BUT THIS is not always the case. Many 
times when there is no will, money and 
property may be divided quite dif- 
ferently than the deceased would wish 
and in a way which may work an 
injustice to rightful heirs. When Hugh 
Patterson died he left his whole estate 
to Beatrice, his wife. The understand- 
ing was that it would be hers while she 
lived and then it would be used to buy 
an annuity for Ellen, the daughter who 
had always stayed at home to look after 
her parents. He didn’t want to leave 
anything to Grace, the married daughter, 
or to the three boys. They didn’t need it 


’ 


Food needs the “moist-cold’ 
found only in an ice refrigerator 
—to guard against drying out 
and loss of precious vitamins 
and minerals so necessary to 
health-building meals. With 
rising food costs it's true econ- 
omy to take ice now. 


Thousands of Canadian house- 
wives take ice all-year-round — 
for safety, saving and conven- 
ience If you are not taking ice 
now, have your local ice com- 
pany start service today! 


AVAILABLE NOW! 


The Ueu 
tale sL ted 


Fe A A LEELA 
ICE 
IATA 


All Steel Construction 
Long Wearing Gleaming White Finish 
We Oe er Ly 
SCL ee LD 


Ask your local ice company 
or furniture store for models 


and sizes available. 


CANADIAN ICE FOUNDATION 
137 Wellington Street West, Toronto 





ter Helen lived together. 


| to draw up a will yourself. 


for they were all well established and 
prosperous and there was just enough t 
look after Beatrice and Ellen, But Hugh 
neglected to mention in his will that 
after Beatrice died the money was to go 
to Ellen. Beatrice did not make a will; 
therefore when Beatrice died the money 
among the five 


divided evenly 


Ellen’s share was quite in- 


was 
children. 
adequate to keep her. Grace and the 
bovs were willing to sign off their share, 
but Grace’s husband and the boys’ 
wives objected to their doing so. Ellen 
had always been told that she was well 
provided for, yet she was left at middle 
age without enough to keep her and she 
had no special training to equip her to 
earn her living, and no expertence, for she 
had never had a job 

W hy do so many people neglect to 
make proper provision for those who are 
nearest and dearest to them? Partly, it 
is because they procrastinate. They 
intend to do it, but keep putting it off 
until it is too late. In many cases it is a 
reluctance to consider the possibility 
death. The subject is painful and they 
avoid it. Wives and husbands, parent 


and children, cannot bring themselves t« 


discuss how they will carry on if one 
should be taken. But to talk the matte 
over and to plan a will which will be 


the best interests of everyone does not 
mean that an early death is anticipate 
any more than if a life insurance policy 
is bought. It is merely a prudent 
settlement of 
everyone. 


affairs and the duty of 


NOW THE actual planning and draft- 
Don’t try 
Consult a 


ing of a will ts very important. 


| lawye r. The law sets out certain requiré - 


ments which must be met and these 
vary from province to province. 
do not comply with these provisions the 
But before 
see the lawyer take time to consider the 
Look at 


every angle. Do not be too sensitive or 
do not let false sentiment prevent you 


i you 


will may not be valid. you 


whole matter dispassionat« ly. 


from considering future possibilities. 
Injustice often results just because the 
deceased did not look ahead and provide 
in the will for eventualities. 

When Robert Bolton died he left his 
whole estate to Mary, his wife. He knew 
that Mary would look after Jack, their 
two-year-old son. Two years later Mary 
married again and in the next 10 years 
she had three more children. She didn’t 
use Robert’s money, for she wanted to 
keep it intact for Jack, but she neglected 
to make a will. When Jack was 14 years 
One third of Robert’s 


money went to Mary’s second husband, 


old she died. 
and the other two thirds was divided 
among the three children of the second 
Out of the $24,000 
which was left of Robert’s money, Jack 
The 
first husband could have drawn his will 
could have 
provided that in the event of Mary re- 


husband and Jack. 
received only one sixth or $4,000. 
to guard against this. He 


marrying, Jack would get the money. Or 
he could have left the money to Mary for 
her lifetime and then to Jack. 


‘| ake another case, | lore nce Brow n- 


ing, a well-to-do widow, and her daugh- 
Her other two 
children were married and were living 
in the United States. When she was well 
Mrs. Browning married the 
But when 
the stock market crash came, in 1929, 


Mr. Foster lost both his money and his 


on in life 


prosperous W liam Foste r. 


job, He was too old to get another 


ha 
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by M. Leis Clipsham 


N MANY families “first it’s hot, then it’s 

cold,”’ and that’s all there is to it. Well and 

good, though often there are odd pieces that 

don’t make attractive slices, or you find your- 

self with too little meat for a proper course. 
But don’t let the thought of leftovers discourage 
you from having that fragrant, juicy Sunday 
roast! There are dozens of “made” dishes which 
rate second only to the roastitself—and some like 
*em better. They do require a little extra care in 
handling, imagination in seasoning and ingenuity 
in garnishing. But that’s just a challenge! 

It’s only sensible, and economical too, to plan 
for a roast that will take care of the meat problem 
for at least two meals. A pot roast is a good choice 
—cuts from the rump, chuck, brisket, lower round 
or short ribs of beef. These are considered 
“tough” because of the large amount of strong 
connective ‘tissue which they contain, but they 
can be softened by long slow cooking in moist heat, 
The result is tender, well-done juicy meat. 

Have the piece tied securely intoashapely roast. 
Wipe it with a clean damp cloth, but do not wash 
or let it stand in water. Dredge with flour, if 
desired. Use a heavy # Continued on next page 





80 — Chatelaine, March, 1946 


ORAZ 


i> 


has brightened smiles for over 60 years! 


Dr. Lyon’s is all powder, all cleanser. Its 
daily use will bring out the full, natural bright- 
ness of your smile . . . and do this safely, gently 
. . . without injuring tooth enamel. 


WHEN cHoosiNG a dentifrice to keep your smile 
its shining best, be sure and choose one which 
cleanses gently, safely. For harsh abrasives 
should never be used except under competent 
dental supervision. 


Once enamel is injured, teeth decay fast! 


A safe, gentle cleanser and polisher of teeth 
is the prescription first developed by a famous 
practicing dentist... Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder. 


The pleasant flavour of Dr. Lyon’s will make 
it a favourite with the entire family. It leaves 
the mouth feeling clean and refreshed . . . the 
breath sweet. Get Dr. Lyon’s and start proper 
care of your teeth today! 


Dr. LYOn’s 
TOOTH POWDER 





ones 


b 








SIMPLY DELICIOUS 
and SIMPLE 
EL 


When your family tires of plain 
milk try them with a delightfully 
appetizing rennet-custard made in 
a jiffy with “JUNKET” RENNET 
POWDER. Sweetened, and in six 
different flavours: Preserves ai] 
the high food value of milk and 
adds an appetizing, easy-to-make 
digestibility that’s good for the 
whole family. 


“THE ‘JUNKET’ FOLKS” 
833 King St. West, Toronto, Canada 


aa 
RENNET POWDER 





These throat lozenges act like a gargle! 
They contain hexylresorcinol, a unique 
analgesic (pain-reliever) that acts fast. 
Quickly soothes irritated throat surfaces. 
Germicidal, too. 


Candy-pleasant flavor. Each lozenge 
separately wrapped. At your druggist! 


‘SUCRETS’ 


ANTISEPTIC THROAT LOZENGES 


Y So Easy to Use! 


For complete satisfaction, ask for Sanette 
.... the kitchen can with the smooth, easy to 
clean rernovable pail; easy acting foot pedal ; 
quiet closing cushioned cover and four rub- 
ber feet that protect your floor. Yes, it 
certainly is good value! 


Your dealer will gladly take your order! 





istributed by ROBERT J. McDERMOTT 
wT "5 Richmond St. West, Toronto, Ont., Canada 
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gravy. Roll plain pastry 4% to \% in. 
thick and cut in 5-in. squares. Place one 
to two -tablespoonfuls of the meat 
mixture in the centre of each square and 
fold the corners in like a turnover. Prick 
with a fork. Bake in’ a hot oven (450 
deg. F.) for 15 to 20 minutes. Serve hot 
with tomato gravy. 


Southern Beef Roll 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Cupful of cooked, ground beef 
34 Cupful of gravy 
1 Teaspoonful of Worcestershire 
sauce 
2 Tablespoonfuls of minced onion 
2 Tablespoonfuls of chopped 
green pepper 
11% Cupfuls of flour 
2 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
3 Tablespoonfuls of shortening 
About % cupful of milk or 
gravy 


Combine the meat, gravy and vege- 
Sift the flour, measure and sift 
again with the baking powder and salt. 
Cut in the shortening and add the milk 
or gravy to make a soft dough. Roll the 


tables. 


dough into a rectangle about 1% in. 
thick. Spread with the meat mixture 
and roll up like a jelly roll. Bake in a 
hot oven (400 deg. F.) for 
50 minutes. 
gravy or tomato sauce. Four servings. 


about 
Serve sliced, with extra 


Beef Cones 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


2 Cupfuls of ground cooked beef 
1 Teaspoonful of lemon juice 
114 Tablespoonfuls of grated onion 
1 Tablespoonful of chopped 
parsley 
1g Teaspoonful of paprika 
4 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
2 Tablespoonfuls of mild dripping 
melted 
1 Cupful of milk 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 


Combine the meat with the lemon 
juice, onion, parsley and paprika. Season 
with salt and pepper. Make a thick 
white sauce by blending the flour with 
the melted dripping, adding the milk and 
salt and stirring constantly over direct 
heat until thickened. Cool slightly and 
combine with the meat mixture. Shape 
into cones, roll in crushed corn flake 
crumbs and bake on a greased pan in a 
hot oven (400 deg. F.) for 15 to 20 
minutes. Serve with mushroom soup 
sauce. Six sérvings. 


Beef and Spaghetti Loaf 


(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


2 Cupfuls of ground cooked beef 
1 Cupful of cooked spaghetti 
1 Egg, slightly beaten 
14 Cupful of milk 
? 


2 Tablespoonfuls of finely 
chopped green pepper 
2 Tablespoonfuls of minced onion 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
Pepper 
2 to 3 Slices of bacon 
14 Cupful of tomato juice 


Combine the meat with the spaghetti, 
then add the beaten egg and milk. 
thoroughly with the green 


Shape 


Combine 
pepper, onion, salt and pepper. 
into a loaf, place in a baking pan with 
the bacon slices across the top. Pour 
the tomato juice over the loaf and bake 
in a slow oven (300 to 325 deg. F.) for 


45 minutes. Four servings. # 
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Into the Trading Post, round 
about 1900, strode Chief Big 
Bowlful, with a stack of 
mink pelts on his back. This 
time something new caught his 
eye. “Gimme dat!” he 
roared as he laid 
down a pelt. “Gimme 
dat package of 


2 ot Grape-Nuts !” 














That malty-rich, sweet-as-a-nut 
flavor that made such a sensa- 
tion, is yours today in two delicious 
cereals: Post’s Grape-Nuts and that 
honey-golden flake cereal, Post’s 


GRAPE-NUTS FLAKES. 


2) 
Z e@ You'll feel strong as an In- 
dian chief yourself on a 
regular morning treat of Post’s 
Grape-Nuts Flakes. You'll get 
carbohydrates for energy; pro- 
teins for muscle; phosphorus for 
teeth and bones; iron for the 
blood; other food essentials, 


es 
ge 
4 Two grains make ’em— 
* wheat and malted bar- 
ley. Your grocer has 
lip-smacking, nourish- 
ing Post’s Grape-Nuts 
Flakes in regular size 
and big economy size 
packages. Get some 
next shopping trip. 


methane LC eettte i 
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Spode 


DINNERWARE 


far ON 


Equally correct in 18th 
century or modern settings, 
gracious Spode Dinnerware 
brings a subtle richness 
into everyday living . . . 
Ask your Spode dealer for 
the booklet: “How to Take 
Care of Spode.” 


Wholesale Distributors 


Copeland & Duncan, Ltd. 
222 Bay Street, Toronto 


weet te ees ae 








For the reader desiring 
the address of a needle- 
craft magazine, Mrs. L.f 
K. L., Minnesota, writes: #% 
“T’m sure the needlework ? 
lover would like Aunt = 
Ellen’s WORKBASKET. 
This monthly pattern 
and direction service 
brings the latest creations in handcraft 
and needlework from the country’s fore- 
most artists and designers. It is $1.50 a 
year for twelve issues, but no samples are 
sent because each issue contains large hot 
iron transfer patterns as well as ideas for 
such items as doilies, edgings, bedspreads, 
tablecloths, hats, bags, and baby’s things. 
Orders should be sent to the WORK- 
BASKBET, 4345 Westport Station, Kansas 
City 2, Mo., U.S.A., with eurrency, check 
or money order.” If you are not delight- 
fully pleased with the first issue, Aunt 
Ellen will return your money and you 
may keep the material you have received 
without any obligation. 








iron or aluminum kettle which has a 
tight-fitting lid. Preheat; add 
two tablespoonfuls of fat, put in the 
roast, then sear well on all sides, giving 
it time enough to become a rich even 
Now add salt and pepper along 
with any other you've 
planned—such as bay leaf, cloves, 


about 


bre wn. 
seasonings 


peppercorns, onion or garlic. 

Slip a rack under the 
small amount of liquid—\% to one cupful. 
More may be added later, a little at a 
time, if it cooks away. Chances are it 
won’t be necessary if you cover the pot 
reduce the heat and 
simmer until tender. 

You can also brown the meat in a 
skillet and finish off in the well-cooker 
of your stove. If you have a pressure 
cooker, use it, following the manu- 
facturer’s directions. Or brown the 
meat in your roasting pan, add liquid, 
cover and cook in an oven preheated to 
300 deg. F. 

A pot roast weighing three to five 
pounds requires about 45 minutes per 
pound after browning. (So it’s a good 
idea to know the weight of your meat 
before you start.) If you like vege- 
tables cooked along with the meat, 
add carrots, onions, potatoes—whole 
or cut in good-sized pieces—about one 
hour before you expect the meat to be 
done. Remove meat and vegetables 
before thickening the liquid for gravy. 

After its debut (hot) the roast’s 
second appearance might be cold—thin 
slices surrounded by crisp greenery 
garnished with molds of jellied mayon- 
naise and mustard. Soften two tea- 
spoonfuls of gelatine in two table- 
spoonfuls of cold water, then melt in a 
double boiler. Cool to room tempera- 
ture and stir in slowly a mixture of one 
cupful of mayonnaise and four table- 
spoonfuls of prepared mustard. Pour 
into small molds, Or into a flat panand, 
when firm, cut in triangles. 

Or you can make a variety of savory 
supper dishes with even a little leftover 
meat. Combine with mashed potatoes 
for croquettes or make a shepherd’s pie 
with hot riced potato topping. For a 
stew add vegetables and smother with 
dumplings. Try a biscuit-capped pie, or 
serve the meat diced in its own gravy 
between and on top of split hot biscuits. 


meat, add a 


closely. Now 


Marinated Pot Roast 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


3-4 Pounds of beef chuck 
Salt and pepper 
lg Bay leaf 
14 Teaspoonful of pickling spice 
1 Clove of garlic, crushed 
1 Tablespoonful of coarsely 
chopped parsley 
1% Onion, sliced 
2 Stalks of celery 
2 Small carrots 
5 Tablespoonfuls of water 
21% Tablespoonfuls of vinegar 
1 Teaspoonful of cooking oil 


Sprinkle the meat with salt and 
pepper and place in a large pot or mixing 
bowl. Surround the meat with the 
spices, crushed garlic, parsley, onion, 
and the celery and carrots, cut in large 
pieces, Mix water, vinegar and oil and 
pour over the meat. Place in the refri- 
gerator overnight. Turn the meat once 
while it is marinating. Next day place 
the meat in a roasting pan and brown on 
all sides in dripping. Add the vegetables 
and liquor from the bowl, place covered 
roaster in a medium oven (350 deg. F.) 
and roast 2% to three hours or until the 





Dini be 2 RUBEIT/ 


Why be a kitchen slavey? Don’t 
rub scorched, sooty pans with limp, 
slimy dishrags. Let a neat metal- 
fiber Brillo pad do the work! 


ERILLO tunes im 
SUck/ 


Brillo scours a smutchy pan clean 
as a dish. Makes it shine . . . shine 
. . . Shine! Quick! Easy! Get Brillo 
today! Either Brillo Soap Pads—red 
box. Or Brillo Cleanser, separate 
pads and soap—green box. 


Keeps 
aluminum 
brilliant 





fish is extra 


savory 
with H P 


meat is tender, turning once when about 
half cooked, 
platter; strain the liquid, 
vegetables through — the 
thicken for gravy. 


Remove roast to serving 
pressing the 


sieve, and 


Scotch Casserole 
4 Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
114 Cupfuls of cooked diced beet 
1144 Cupfuls of cooked fine noodles 
| ( an ol conde nsed Scotc h brott 


Combine the beef, noodles and Scotch 
broth. 
cover. Bake in a moderate oven (350 
deg. F.) for 25 minutes. Four to six 
servings. 


Pour into a greased casserole and 


Pan-browned Hash 
(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 
1 Medium onion 
2 Tablespoonfuls of mild dripping 
1144 Cupfuls of finely diced, cooked 
potatoes 
114 Cupfuls of minced, cooked beet 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 


Chop the onion and brown in_ the 
dripping in a heavy frying pan. Mix 
the potato, meat and salt and add to the 
onion. Cook slowly, pressing the mixture 
down into the pan. When nicely 
browned place a round platter over the 
frying pan and invert to turn the hash, 
brown side up, on the platter. Six 
servings. 


Meat Pie With Biscuit Topping 
(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 
1 Cupful of diced, cooked beef 
2 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
2 Tablespoonfuls of mild dripping 
2 Medium onions, minced 
1 Cupful of cooked, diced 
potatoes 
¥% Cupful of canned peas 
¥% Cupful of cooked, diced carrots 
Hot water, meat stock, tomato 
juice, gravy or combination of 
these 
Biscuit dough 


Season the meat with salt and pepper, 
dredge with the flour. 
dripping. Add the minced onion and 
brown lightly. Add the vegetables and 
heated liquid to cover (about 14% cup- 
fuls). Pour into a casserole and cove! 
the top with biscuit dough rolled 1% in. 
thick and cut in shamrocks, diamonds, or 
circles. Bake in a hot oven (450 deg. F.) 
for 20 minutes. 


Brown in hot 


Four servings. 


Beef and Vegetable Salad 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1144 Cupfuls of diced, cooked beef 
34 Cupful of diced celery 
3 Tablespoonfuls of chopped 
pickles 
144 Tablespoonfuls of grated onion 
84 Cupful of cooked peas, string 
beans, grated raw carrot or 
combination of these 
2¢ Cupful of French dressing 
Lettuce 
Combine the vegetables and 
French dressing. Season with salt and 
pepper. Chill. Serve on lettuce with 
additional salad dressing. Six servings. 


meat, 


Beef Turnovers 


(A Chatelaine Inatitute approved recipe) 


Combine minced cooked beef with a 
little finely chopped onion which has 
been lightly browned in fat. Add smal! 
portions of finely leftover 
vegetables, season well with salt, pepper 
and condiment sauce and moisten with 


chopped, 














A pattern as light as an April 
breeze ... as endearing as a rose- 
sprayed garden. The beauty of its 
charm is in the gleam of its silver— 
a breath-catching lustre that will 
shine through the years when coaxed 
and cared for with gentle Silvo 
polish. Silvo is recommended by the 
makers of “International” silver for 
lasting loveliness. 


Tarnish and marring stains disappeor from 
silver with the gentle touch of Silvo. 














DRAIN WOULDN'T \: 
HAVE STOPPED UP £ 
IF SHE USED 


GILLETT’S 


meee . 
SHE'LL use TNOW 


AND I'LL CLEAR UP 


When trusty 
Gillett’s Lye 
“goes into 
action” on 
stubborn 
grease-clogged 
drains—presto! 
drainruns free. 
Easy as ABC ; 
—all you do is MADE IN CANADA 
shake in Gillett’s Lye full-strength. 


Gillett’s Lye is a handy helper in 
lots of clean-up jobs—keeps toilet 
bowls sparkling white, scours out 
laundry tubs. Get some today. 


Never dissolve lye in hot water. The 
action of the lye itself heats the water. 


GILLETT’S LYE 








two groups and have each team kneel or 
crouch along opposite sides of a smooth- 
surfaced table. A ping pong ball slowly 
rolled down the table will veer to one 
side or the other and, as the ball ap- 
proaches him, each person must prevent 
it from going off the edge by blowing it 
away from his side, with theadded intent 
of forcing it off his opponent’s side. Ifa 
person is unable to prevent the ball from 
falling to the floor he must drop out of 
the game. And so it goes until one 
entire team is eliminated. This entails 
a lot of expendable energy—and fun! 

The penalty fits the crime. The 
trial scene that concludes Alice’s adven- 
tures might be represented by a varia- 
tion of the old game of Consequences. 
Provide each player with paper and 
pencil, then ask him to write “the body 
of ... (naming one of the guests)” at 
the top of the paper, fold it over just 
enough to cover the writing and pass it 
along to the next person. Continue in 
the same fashion for each stage of the 
crime, following this pattern: 


MORRO. 6552 6. eae 
Was found at (scene of the crime) . 

... (Name of guest) is suspected 
Recetas a 

The victim was killed by (method) . 
The motive was.......... 

The verdict is.......... 


The sentence is.......... 


When the final episode is written, pass 
the papers along for the last time and 
have each person read his “mystery 
story” aloud. 

Here are two recipes for the suggested 
menu: 

“Soup of the Evening”’ 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
114 Cupfuls of green beans, cut in 
inch pieces 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter or 
mild dripping 
314 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
4 Cupfuls of milk 
14 Teaspoonful of grated onion 
Salt and pepper 
Buttered toast squares 
Grated cheese 


Cook the beans in a little boiling 


salted water until tender. Chop finely. 


Melt the butter in the top of a double 
boiler, add the flour and blend well. 
Gradually stir in the milk and continue 
stirring until thickened and smooth. Add 
the chopped beans and the onion. 
Season with salt and pepper. Sprinkle 
the toast squares with cheese, and 
place under the broiler until the cheese is 
melted. Float cheese squares on top of 
the soup. Four to five servings. 


Treacle Tarts 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 

2 Eggs 

1 Cupful of sugar 
14 Cupful of mild molasses 
14 Teaspoonful of nutmeg 

2 Tablespoonfuls of melted butter 
2 Tablespoonfuls of dry bread 

crumbs 
84 Cupful of milk 
1% Cupful of mild vinegar 
Pastry 


Beat the eggs, add the sugar and 
molasses and beat vigorously. Stir in the 
nutmeg, butter, bread crumbs, milk and 
vinegar, mix well. Fill pastry-lined tart 
tins three quarters full. Bake in a hot 
oven (450 deg. F.) for 10 minutes, then 
reduce the heat to 350 deg. for seven 
minutes. Ten to 12 medium-sized tarts. # 
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IMAGINE YOO PAPERING 
——~ arooml 











IT WAS EASY WITH 


READY- PASTED 
amare 






TRADE MARK 


READY-PASTED WALLPAPER 


JUST DIP this miracle wallpaper in water 
and put it up. No paste, no tools, no mess 
in the house, and you can start and stop 
as you please —do the whole job in your 
spare time. And wait till you see the wide 
variety of stunning Trimz patterns com- 
plete with matching borders —all preci- 
sion-trimmed to fit and match perfectly. 
Your store has a guide chart to aid you in 
making your choice. All Trimz Ready- 
Pasted Wallpaper is washable, fadeproof, 
and guaranteed to stick or your money 
back. Doa 10’ x 12’ room for aslowas $8.25. 


On sale at‘chain, department, hardware, 
and wallpaper stores. T-26 


ile Mh ee aad Tet ee 
Ane 


TORONTO 9, ONTARIO 


“Just dip into water—and apply” 


PA ek aU 


2274 BLOOR ST. W. 
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| ALL IN FAVOR OF 
Z, FINER FLAVOR! 
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You can taste the 
quality in the 
finer flavour of 
these delicious 

E.D. Smith’s 
food products. 


cookies etc. in 
. “party dress.”’ 


* 


THE RECIPE FOR: 


ED SMITHS 


Take the finest fruits of Niagara’s famous fruitlands 
... pick them juicy-ripe at their flavour peak ...rush 
them to. spotless preserving kitchens at Winona 
nestled in the very heart of Canada’s garden ... cull 
and prepare them with painstaking care ... add 
the ‘Ena how” of long years of experience... jeal- 
ously guard every step of the processing — That's 
E. D. SMITH’S recipe for these delicious Jams and 
Maraschino Cherries. You'll like them better! 


‘ ALSO GRAPE JUICE, TOMATO KETCHUP, CHILI SAUCE ETC. 
= :' 
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Mad Hatter Party 


by Jane Monteith 


“The table was a large one but the 
three were all crowded together at one 
corner of it. ‘No room! No room!’ 
they cried out when they saw Alice 

z ‘ * , ‘ cf hd 
coming. ‘There’s plenty of room! 
said Alice indignantly, and she sat 
down in a large armchair at one end 


of the table.” 


Thus begins Alice’s adventure at the 
tea party of the Mad Hatter, the March 
Hare and the Dormouse. Children from 
eight to 80 have loved this story for 
many years and March seems the ideal 





month to revive their memories with a 
Mad Hatter party. 

Send out invitations well in advance to 
give people time to brush up on Wonder- 
land lore before the party begins. Some- 
thing like: 

For John Brown 
An invitation from the Mad Hatter 
To have tea with Alice 
At the March Hare’s house 
(468 Blank Street) 
Come prepared to spend an evening 
in Wonderland 
At 6p.m. March 16, 1946 

As your guests arrive, pin to each 
person’s back a slip of paper on which is 
written the name of one of the queer 
friends Alice made in Wonderland. 
Choose names that will make couples for 
supper. For instance: Alice pairs off 
with the White Rabbit, the Duchess 
owns the Cheshire cat, the Walrus and 
the Carpenter walk “hand in hand.” 
Let each person guess who he is by 
asking questions of the others. The last 
one to find his identity might be given a 
“nice new rattle” for a booby prize. 

After the partners have been found, 
the guests should proceed to the dining 
room where they discover the table 
arranged with one or more extra places. 
As each course is finished the Mad 
Hatter, who has been warned before- 
hand, announces loudly that he wants a 
clean cup and everybody moves up one. 
Be sure the Hatter is sitting next an 
empty place at the start. In order that 
no mistake may occur, make place cards 
with tracings or drawings of the fol- 
lowing articles: a glove for the White 
Rabbit, a blue bow for Alice, a grin for the 
Cheshire cat, a handkerchief for the 
Walrus, a saw for the Carpenter and a 
baby for the Duchess. A top hat 
marked “In this style 10/6” will do for 
the Mad Hatter, while a house with a 
thatched roof and rabbit ears for the 
chimney will indicate the March Hare. 





The bread, butter and tea served Alice 
by the March Hare and his friends seem 
rather slim fare for a party, but Wonder- 
land dishes are in order. Food was a 
frequent topic of conversation with Alic« 

from the mushroom that made her 
grow taller or shorter to the treacle 
diet of the Dormouse’s story. There’s 
lots to choose from. For example, the 
menu might be: 


“Soup of the Evening” 
Sliced Cold Meats, Potato Chips 
Tossed Green Salad 
Relish Tray 
Bread and Butter 
Treacle Tarts 


Tea 


Supper over, the remainder of the 
may be devoted to parlor 
games, bridge, dancing or whatever form 
of entertainment your friends enjoy. 
Parlor games never really go out of style 
and there are hundreds of them to 
choose from—new, old and variations of 
the old. Even the Dodo suggested a 
“Caucus race” to dry the tears Alice 
shed when she was a giant. The race 
suggested below should be a little better 
organized than that famous event where 
everyone “began running when they 
liked, and left off when they liked, so 
that it was not easy to know when the 
race was over.” 


evening 


A soap bubble relay race—This 
should be attempted only where floor 
and furniture will not, 
damaged. The leader of each team is 
given a clay pipe or one of the newer 
hoop devices, and a bottle of solution for 
making bubbles. He make a 


or cannot be 


must 





bubble and blow it across the room and 
back to the next member of his team. If 
the bubble bursts he must make a new 
one before going on. The trip ce ymplete, 
he passes his equipment to the next in 
line who carries on in the usual relay 
race fashion. Bubble sets or balloons 
could be awarded as prizes to the 
members of the winning team. 

A ball game— Divide the party into 








Every day brings us nearer the time 
when Canadian Beauty Electrical 
Appliances will be available in 
abundance. Already there are lim- 
ited supplies going to dealers in 
all parts of Canada, and soon it will 
be no problem for you to buy a 
Canadian Beauty Iron, Toaster, 
Heater or Rangette—and to enjoy 
the convenience and unfailing 
service of these outstanding all- 
Canadian appliances. 









ELECTRICAL 
APPLIANCES 


RENFREW ELECTRIC AND REFRIGERATOR 
COMPANY LIMITED —RENFREW, CANADA 











FAVOURITES —Such as 


Chocolate Cake .. . require 
the special action of Cow Brand 
Baking Soda to bring out the 
true and delicate flavour of the 
chocolate, 

Keep Cow Brand Baking Soda 
handy. It mellows and lightens 
all baking. The familiar sealed 
packages are sold everywhere 
for just a few cents. 


one 
Eye 


PURE BICARBONATE OF SODA 





In the 


Institute Mail 


| 
May I have vour help with a special | 
problem? My son, recently returned from 
Overseas, is expecting the arrival of bis 
young wife. They were married a vear 
ago. We are very anxious to have ber feel 
at home in Canada and want her to meet 
our friends as soon as possible. Can vou 
give me any suggestions for a receplion or 
a tea for her? What kind of entertainment 
ws proper on such an occasion? How 
Should refreshments be served, and what 
type? Shall we, as the husband's parents, 
receive with the voung couple? And 
would it be correct for our daughter-in-law 
to wear her wedding dress? 


OUR ENQUIRY is very timely and 

interesting to all Chatelaine readers, 

as a great many Canadian families 
will be welcoming a daughter-in-law 
from overseas within the next few 
months. A party of some kind is 
definitely in order—to introduce the new 
member of the family to relatives and 
friends and to let her understand the 
importance and happiness you attach to 
the occasion. 

If your son had married in Canada, you 
would have arranged a tea or reception 
in honor of the bride, either before or 
after the wedding. Do now just what 
you would have done then, deciding on 
the type of party which is most con- 
venient and enjoyable for all concerned. 

On a weekday you could have an 
afternoon tea to which you would 
invite women only, sending written 
invitations or cards or asking your friends 
by telephone. You and your daughter- 
in-law would receive from three to five 
o'clock, or from four to six. The refresh- 
ments would consist of small sandwiches 
and fancy cakes, served from a buffet 
table in the dining room; one of your 
closest friends could pour the tea, and 
several younger friends could be asked to 
assist. The “entertainment” is conversa- 
tion. If you prefer, you could have the 
tea party on Saturday or Sunday—when 
the menfolk are more available—and 
in this case you and your husband would 
receive with the young couple. 

An evening reception would follow 
the same pattern. Mark the invitations 
8-10 p.m.”” When the father and son 
are in the receiving line, it is good pro- 
cedure to ask the former to stand nearest 
to the living room door, with yourself 
next. then your daughter-in-law and 
lastly your son. Your husband will greet 
your guests first, and you will be able to 
introduce them to the bride and her 
husband—for perhaps even to him there 
will be some new faces among the crowd. 
The same sort of refreshments as 
mentioned above will be correct with 
the addition of coffee, served from an 


lver pot at one end 


attractive urn or si 
of the buffet table. 

At either a tea party or reception, 
whether afternoon or evening, it will be 
quite correct for your daughter-in-law 
to wear her wedding dress—without veil 
or other headdre ss, of course. 

It would be nice, too, to give a small 
luncheon a week or so after your son’s 
wife arrives. She would have a much 
better chance then of becoming ac- 
quainted with your women friends than 
in the more formal atmosphere of a tea 


ol reception. + 
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A TRIFLE TOO PLEASANT 
MR BROWN 


TuE drooling countenance of Mr. B., as he 
beholds the tempting tactics of old Fog- 
frame is positive proof that there’s nothing 
negative about the appeal of Shirriff’s Mar- 
malade. You'll see the same expression 
around your breakfast table when you serve 
it to your family. Next time you’re shopping 
ask your grocer for Shirriff’s Marmalade. If 
he has some in stock, get the economical 
2 lb. family jar... those tasty slices of 
delicious Seville oranges mellowed in pure 
cane sugar make every breakfast better. 


b 
SHIRRIFEFS 


MARMALADE 


Made by the makers of Shirriff’s LUSHUS and Shirriff’s NEW DESSERTS 


WINNING FRIENDS EVERYWHERE! — 
see THIS ONION SOUP MADE WITH OXO 


5 : , 
‘ - 


- 


Here's a new taste treat! A deliciously different onion soup your 
family will love. Hearty, satisfying. 
Easy and economical to make . .. OXO Onion Soup has plenty of 


body to fill up those gaps in meatless menus. You can't serve 
it too often. Try it today ... the OXO way. 


Pout 08% Sine wi Prepared from 


ee PRIME RICH BEEF 
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ROM ME to you—The Top O’ The 

Mornin’! Shure an’ when the Sivin- 

teenth rolls ’round I’ll be wearin’ my 

snip o’ green and wishin’ you all the 

luck’o’ the Irish. St. Andrew can nod 
to St. Patrick, can’t he? 


I’m the don’t-knowingest person in the 
world about some things, but I can tell 
a good pot roast when I taste it. And I’d 
say that the one which Lois has cooked 
up for you is novel and flavorsome. 


It dates me, but when I was a youngster 
an orange was a great treat, the last 
treasure to be found in my Christmas stock- 
ing. Now you can buy them—oranges, 
not stockings !—whenever the spirit takes 
you. And I hope it takes you often; they 
pack a lot of vitamins under their bright 
coats. Besides being mighty refreshing. 


In Italy where they know their olives they 
like to serve ripe ones this way: Rub the 
inside of a bowl with a cut clove of garlic, 
then dump in the olives with two or three 
tablespoonfuls of olive oil. (1 guess a good 
salad oil would do.) Stir till the fruit is 
coated, cover and let stand an hour or so 
to give the flavors a chance to blend. Serve 


chilly. Good? Yes, ma’am. 


Maybe a woman’s work is never done 
but you can’t be at it every minute of your 
waking day. Set a spell and read “The 
Happy Time”; that’s the kind of time you 
spend with this book. Man by the name 
of Robert Fontaine wrote it. 


Now let’s think about making a batch of 
pancakes for Shrove Tuesday. Serve them 
hot from the griddle with maple or corn 
syrup, honey or thin lemon sauce. Buck- 
wheat cakes with sausages and gravy— 
there’s something. 


Remember, just one flip to each flapjack. 
No repeating yourself. 


Definitely one of the cosiest ways to 
spend a chilly March evening is to collect 
a friend or two and sit before your own 
crackling fire with a pitcher of cider and a 
plate of doughnuts near at hand. Add a bowl 
of pecans for good measure and pass the 
nutcracker from one to t’other. 


Or you can sit alone—and like it! Then 
all you need is a deep easy chair, a good 
book and the aforementioned nibbles. And 
you have the nutcracker to yourself! 





Ever try adding peanut butter to un- 
cooked chocolate frosting for plain cake or 
cup cakes? You'd like it. Use three or four 
tablespoonfuls to about a cupful of icing. 
Or any proportion you like. 


My neighbor tells me it’s the smidgin of 
curry in her cream of corn soup that starts 
guests ohing and ahing. 


Happy days are here again for pineapple 
addicts—and aren’t we all! A sizeable 
shipment of canned juice is here from 
Hawaii and another is on its way from 
Australia. Up your glasses! 


More good news: There'll be canned 
slices too, so you can soon have a pineapple 
upside-downer again. 


My grandmother fancied herself as a good 


plain cook. I fancied her too; she was a 


great hand with green gage jam . . 
huckleberry turnovers . . . oatmeal cookies 
... apple dumplings . . . sausage meat and a 
glorious kind of a special occasion pudding 
complete with 13 egg yolks and chestnuts 
gathered from trees on the back fifty. But 
here are some things she never heard of: 
piecrust made from biscuit crumbs or crisp 
crushed wheat flakes, dainty little cakes full 
of puffed grain, lemon chiffon pie, chocolate 
soufflé, peanut brittle ice cream and a host 
of other modern delectables. Land sakes 
alive—don’t times change! 


March is the month for the wearin’ o’ the 
green and as good a time as any other for 
the eating of it. How do you rate as a 
salad tosser? 


Sap’s runnin’! Serve the syrup with fresh 
johnnycake, waffles, hot yeast rolls, or 
French-toasted cheese sandwiches. Use to 
flavor cup custards, rice pudding, blanc- 
mange. Pour a spoonful over grapefruit 
halves and broil. The Land of the Maple is 
the land for me! 


Or try these Maple Whirls with your 
afternoon cup of coffee. Or will you have 
tea? It makes no difference. Mix up some 
baking-powder biscuit dough, roll out, 
spread with a little softened butter, then 
sprinkle with shaved maple sugar and 
chopped walnuts. Roll up and cut slices. 
Bake ’em, of course. 


Inez—pal of mine, special—is a great 
collector of old cookbooks and today we 
pored over her latest acquisition—*‘ Letters 
to Young Housekeepers.” Not that it 
applies to either of us but we liked its 
sage sayings. Here’s one: 


“And true philosophers, methinks 
Who love all sorts of natural beauties 
Should love good victuals and good 
drinks.” 
Thackeray propounded that—and Thack- 
eray knew his onions. 


I learned from the same book that some- 
time somewhere Shakespeare wrote: “What 
say you to a piece of beef and mustard?” 
Well, I say come on—don’t you? 


Maybe the north wind doth blow and 
there’s likely a blizzard or two in the 
offing. But anyway it’s time you were 
planning your herb garden and settling 
the argument as to where to plant the 
hollyhocks. 


If you have a package of lime jelly 
powder you can have Applettes at your 
St. Patrick’s party—if you have the 
apples. And if you can spare a cup of 
sugar. Now if those ifs don’t stop you, 
dissolve the crystals in a cup of boiling 
hot applesauce, strained and thick, Then 
dump in the sugar and dissolve that. Then 
add a half cupful of blanched slivered 
almonds, pour into a shallow pan and cool 
until set. Cut in cubes, let dry over- 
night, then roll in powdered sugar. 
Sweetmeat on the Turkish-delightish 
order—green and nice. 


It won’t be long now till you stoop 
to draw on your galoshes, then kick 
em to the back of the hall closet and 
step out foot-free. Or here’s hoping 
anyway. 


That’s all for now, gentle readers. 
See you next month for a neighborly 
confab—same magazine, same page. 



















Cottage Cheese in Tomato Jelly 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


2 Tablespoonfuls of plain, 
unflavored gelatine 
3% Cupfuls of canned tomatoes 
or tomato juice 
14 Cupful of cut celery or celery 
leaves 
4 or 5 Thin slices of onion 
6 Whole cloves 
Small piece of bay leaf 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
14 Teaspoonful of white pepper 
2 Tablespoonfuls of lemon juice 
1 Tablespoonful of vinegar 
1 to 14% Cupfuls of cottage cheese 
Salad greens 


Drain one-half cupful of juice from 
the tomatoes, add to the gelatine, and 
let stand for five minutes. Heat the 
remainder of the tomato with the 
celery, onion, cloves, bay leaf, salt and 
pepper, and simmer for 10 minutes. Put 
through a sieve, add the softened 
gelatine and stir until dissolved. Add 
the lemon juice and vinegar, mix well 
and turn into a cold damp ring mold. 
Chill, and when the mixture begins to 
set, press rounded tablespoonfuls of the 
cottage cheese into the jelly. Chill until 
set, and serve unmolded on a bed of 
crisp greens— lettuce, watercress or 
chicory—and fill the centre with a 
mixture of cut greens lightly tossed with 
French dressing. Six to eight servings. 


Cottage Cheese Omelet 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1 Cupful of cottage cheese 
1 Tablespoonful of flour 
4 Eggs, separated 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
Few grains of pepper 
4 Tablespoonfuls of milk 


Mix the cottage cheese, flour, egg 
yolks, seasonings and milk. Fold in the 
egg whites, stiffly beaten. Melt a table- 
spoonful of butter in a hot frying pan 
and pour in the mixture. Cook slowly 
until omelet is firm underneath. Con- 
tinue cooking for a few minutes in a 
moderate oven (350 deg. F.). Fold over 
and serve at once. Four servings. 


Cottage Cheese Dressing 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
1g Cupful of cottage cheese 
2 Tablespoonfuls of ketchup 
3 Tablespoonfuls of vinegar 
3 Tablespoonfuls of salad oil 
2 Teaspoonfuls of Worcestershire 
sauce 
14 Teaspoonful of pepper 
boy 14 Teaspoonful of salt 
€ J 14 Teaspoonful of paprika 
Blend the cottage cheese with the 
ketchup, then combine with the remain- 
ing ingredients. Serve over crisp lettuce 
wedges. Six servings. 


Prune-filled Cottage Rolls 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
Rolls 
1 Cupful of milk 
1 Cake of compressed yeast 
i Cupful of cottage cheese 
(creamy type) 
1% Cupful of shortening 
14 Cupful of sugar 
1 Tablespoonful of salt 
31% to 4 Cupfuls of all-purpose flour 


Scald the milk, then cool to lukewarm 
Crumble in the yeast cake and stir until 


dissolved. Press the cheese through a 
sieve. Cream the shortening with the 
sugar and salt and add with the cheese 
to the yeast mixture. Blend well. Sift 
and measure the flour and add, mixing 
well to make a soft dough. (The 
amount of flour will vary slightly due to 
variation in moisture in the cheese.) 
Knead on a floured board until smooth. 
Place in a greased bowl, cover and let 
rise in a warm place until double in bulk 
(about 2 to 2% hours). Form into rolls 
—about three dozen. Place in a greased 
baking pan and let rise until the rolls 
are twice their original size—about 45 
minutes. Press a small cavity in the top 
of each roll and fill with prune filling. 
Let rise 10 minutes. Bake in a moderate 
oven (375 deg. F.) for 30 to 35 minutes. 
For a glazed top, brush with hot honey 
five minutes before removing from the 
oven, 


Filling— 
114 Cupfuls of stewed, drained 
prunes 
2g Cupful of sugar 
2 Teaspoonfuls of grated orange 
rind 
14 Teaspoonful of cloves 


Stone prunes and cut in small pieces. 
Combine all the ingredients and cook, 
stirring to prevent sticking, until the 
consistency of conserve. Cool. 


Cottage Cheese Souffle 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of shortening 
3 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
2¢ Cupful of milk 
¥% Teaspoonful of salt 
3 Eggs, separated 
1 Cupful of cottage cheese 
1 Tablespoonful of lemon juice 
1 Teaspoonful of grated onion, or 
chopped chives 


Melt the shortening, stir in the flour, 
then gradually add the milk and cook, 
stirring constantly for two minutes or 
until thickened. Add the salt and stir 
into the lightly beaten egg yolks. Blend 
with the cottage cheese, lemon juice, 
onion or chives. Cool to lukewarm. 
Fold in the egg whites beaten until 
stiff. Bake in an ungreased casserole 
in a moderate oven (325 deg. F.) for 45 
minutes or until firm. Four to five 
servings. 


Applesauce Cheese Pie 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Eggs 
114 Cupfuls of milk, scalded 
1g Cupful of sugar 
Pinch of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of true vanilla 
1 Cupful of cottage cheese 
14 Teaspoonful of nutmeg 
14 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
1% Cupfuls of thick, sweetened 
applesauce 
Pastry 
Beat the eggs lightly and add the 
scalded milk, sugar, salt, vanilla and 
cottage cheese. Mix the nutmeg and 
14 teaspoonful of cinnamon with the 
applesauce and spread over the bottom 
of a pie plate lined with pastry. Over 
this pour the cottage cheese mixture and 
sprinkle the top with the remaining 
cinnamon. Bake in a hot oven (425 deg. 
F.) for 10 minutes, then reduce the 
temperature to 325 deg. F. and continue 
baking for 35 minutes or until the cus- 
tard is firm. Six servings. 








GIVE PIQUANCY 
TO HEAVIER MEALS 


NO BREAKFAST 
WOULD BE COMPLETE 
WITHOUT IT / 


@ During three centuries, the 
breakfast tables of the 
English-speaking world have 
regarded C & B Pure Seville 
Orange Marmalade as the 
ideal... the first choice ...in 
marmalades. 
bitter-sweet tang is “‘just 
right”... its goodness and 
purity unchallengeable. Yet 
this aristocrat of marmalades 
is economical! That’s why 
it’s better to buy bitter. Try 
it tomorrow. 
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Its delicious 


TRY THESE FLAVOURSOME 
CE BSAUCES! 












¢ & B THICK SAUCE © & B THIN SAUCE 


For fish, meats, soups, 
for giving tang to a 
tomato cocktail, C&B 
THIN (Worcester- 
shire) Sauce is “just 
the thing”. 


For steaks, chops, 
other meat dishes, 
C&B THICK Sauce 
is the ideal relish. 
Its piquancy is in- 
imitable. 


touc 





€& 68 MINT SAUCE 


Lamb calls for mint, 
and C & B Mint Sauce 
is the handiest, most 
satisfactory way t 
apply this essenti 















Crosse & Blackwell's 


FINE 


World Famow 


FOODS SINCE 
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“We heard you have 
JELL-O Pudding” 


UNtSS you want house-guests, keep it dark when you put 
your hands on a package of Jell-O Pudding! Those grand 
desserts have magnetic attraction — which makes it difficult 


since supplies are still limited. 


Of course, when you get a package of Jell-O Pudding (or 
even scarcer Jell-O!) you may want to share 
os the thrill with guests. In that case, you'll wel- 


ree 
aly | 
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To Spread Jell-O Pudding’s 
Goodness 


Tier Cake: Bake a two-layer 
light cake. Split each layer. 
Put together cake layers with 
cooled Jell-O Pudding be- 
tween and on top. Chill. Gives 
you cake and dessert together. 


Whats found only in Jell.0 2 
That “locked-in” Jell-O Flavor ! 


come recipes like those below and on the pack- 
ages, that make each box go further — with 
no loss of deliciousness ! 


To Spread Jell-O’s Goodness 


Grape Whip: Make Lemon 
Jell-O, replacing 12 cup of the 
water with grape juice. When 


slightly thickened, whip 
frothy. Beat 2 egg whites stiff, 
add Jell-O, and blend with 
rotary beater. 


Products of General Foods 





Hat Up Your Milk 


by Jane Monteith 


es ls 





Here the delicate flavor of cottage cheese is in contrast with the 
sweetness of orange and the tangy bitterness of curly endive. 


flavor try creamy cottage cheese in 
any kind of dish—from soup to 
dessert. 


[Pies ittoo. But for anadventure in 


In Soup—Sieve a little cottage 
cheese into cream of potato, celery or 
onion soup. Reheat and serve at once. 


In a Sandwich—Lightly seasoned 
cottage cheese, softened with a little 
milk or cream, is the perfect filler for 
whole-wheat bread. Tuck generously 
filled sandwiches into the children’s 
lunch box. Make hearty double-deckers 
of marmalade and cottage cheese for the 
nucleus of a luncheon salad plate. Try 
dainty cheese and jam or jelly fingers 
with a fragrant cup of tea for that 
four o’clock pickup. 


In Salads—A spoonful of cottage 
cheese nested in a mold of tomato jelly 
is a colorful beginning for an early spring 
salad. Serve with crisp greenery, potato 
chips and thin slivers of ham or other 
luncheon meat. 

Prunes take kindly to a cottage cheese 
stuffing. So do pear and peach halves. 
Use with orange or grapefruit sections 
for a piquant side salad. 


In Supper Dishes—With eggs—in 
omelets or soufflés. Try hard-cooked 
eggs and cottage cheese in a hot curry 
sauce. 

Combine with cooked noodles, form 
into a ring on a warm platter and fill 
the centre with creamed ham, chipped 
beef or lobster. Or mix noodles, cottage 
cheese and cooked bacon cubes lightly 
together. Serve with a crisp salad. 

In Desserts—Spread generously on 
salted crackers and add a touch of jam, 
jelly or conserve. Make a cheese cake 
pie with a graham cracker crust. Or top 


an apple sauce pie with a cottage cheese 


custard mixture and bake. 


Cottage Cheese and Eggs in 
Curry Sauce 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter or 
mild dripping 
2 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
1 Cupful of milk 
1 Teaspoonful of curry powder 
44 Teaspoonful of grated onion 
1 Cupful of cottage cheese 
Salt and pepper 
4 Hard-cooked eggs, coarsely 
chopped 


Melt the butter, add the flour and 
blend. Add the milk gradually and cook 
in a double boiler, stirring constantly 
until thickened. Add the curry powder, 
grated onion, cottage cheese, and season 
to taste with salt and pepper. Add the 
eggs, reheat, and serve on fluffy boiled 
rice or hot noodles. Four to five 
servings. 


French Cheese Sandwiches 
(A Chatelaine Institute approved recipe) 


1 Cupful of seasoned cottage 
cheese 

4 Tablespoonfuls of chopped 
nuts 

8 Slices of brown or white bread, 
thinly sliced 

2 Egg whites, lightly beaten 


Combine the cottage cheese and the 
nuts. Make four sandwiches. Dip the 
sandwiches into the beaten egg whites 
and fry in butter until lightly browned 
on both sides. Makes a good luncheon 
dish served with a tossed green salad. 
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Meals for Young Children 


by Elizabeth Chant Robertson, M.D. 


S YOU know, some foods are a great 
deal more valuable than others. The 
best foods for children are milk, 
fruit, vegetables, eggs, meat, whole- 

grain products, and fish-liver oil. The 
general idea is to make sure that your 
child eats enough of these most valuable 
foods and then to let him round out his 
meals to satisfy his appetite with bread 
or not too sweet biscuits. A certain 
balance between the foods should be 
maintained. For example, surprising 
though it may seem, some mothers feed 
their preschool youngsters too much 
milk and even sometimes boast about it. 
A pint of milk a day, or a little more if 
the child’s appetite is really good, is 
enough for these little youngsters. This 
amount includes what goes into his 
puddings, and as the cooking drives off 
some of the water in the milk and makes 
it less filling, it is an advantage to serve 
such foods. 

If a small child takes a quart of milk a 
day, it isn’t humanly possible for him to 
eat all the other foods that he needs. As 
a result, he may obtain too little iron 
which he gets especially in eggs, meat 
and green vegetables—and may there- 
fore develop anaemia. Youngsters who 
drink too much milk are liable to be poor 
eaters and poor sleepers, and often they 
are pale and irritable. Milk, although 
it is a fluid, is very different from water. 
Soon after it reaches the stomach it 
becomes almost solid—very much like 
junket—and it takes at least two hours 
to leave the stomach. Also, an eight- 
ounce glass of milk contains as much 
energy value or calories as two and a 
half slices of bread. So you see it is 
really filling and it is possible to have 
too much of even a good thing. 

The other common error that mothers 
make in planning meals for these small 
children is to use too much sugar, bread 


and potatoes. These foods are all right 
in their proper place, but they, too, 
shouldn’t be overdone. 

It is customary nowadays to introduce 
baby to a good many new foods during 
his first year. In order to make this 
learning process easy, the child should 
be given one new food only at a time 
until he becomes accustomed to it. Also 
give him just one teaspoonful for the 
first few days and then increase the 
amount gradually until he receives the 
full amount. Cereals are the first solid 
foods to be given and they are usually 
begun when baby is three to five months 
old. Special baby cereals, which are not 
too laxative but which are rich in the 
protective vitamins and minerals, are 
commonly used. When his first tooth 
appears he may be given a piece of bread 
dried in the oven, a zwieback or a baby 
biscuit to chew. At about six months, 
egg yolk is usually added, starting first 
with only about one quarter of a tea- 
spoonful, as a few babies are sensitive or 
allergic to eggs. If you run into any such 
trouble, which is not likely, stop the egg 
until you get advice from your doctor. 


AT EIGHT MONTHS, some of the 
vegetables are introduced, one by one, at 
the 2 The first 
allowed are usually carrots, chard, green 
peas, fresh asparagus, string beans and 
young beet greens. Spinach also is 
included, but it is not as valuable nutri- 
tionally as most of the other greens, and 
therefore should not have too prominent 
a place in your child’s meals. At one 
year of age the selection of vegetables 


p.m. feeding. ones 


can be increased to include squash, 
celery, beets, cauliflower and kale. The 
canned, sieved vegetables that are on 
the market now are as good as or better 
than home-cooked ones. Howey er, It Is 
best to use one vegetable at a time, 
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When your child 
needs a laxative, 





Give him 


CASTORIA! 


Castoria is the laxative to use because it is made especially 
for children. 


It’s safe and gentle — as a child’s laxative should be — 


and it works thoroughly and effectively. 


There are no harsh drugs in Castoria. It will not cause 
griping or discomfort. 


Moreover, Castoria is pleasant-tasting. Children like 


to take it, so you don’t have to struggle and fight with 
your child to get it down. 


All drugstores handle genuine Castoria. 
Go to your neighborhood druggist today 
.- - be sure to get the laxative that chil- 
dren like. 


Always take a laxative only as directed on the 
package or by your physician. 


STOR 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 
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mt COLD is better 
(| 
iby Margaret Ecker Francis 
Editor’s note: The author of this stimu- 
lating article was the only woman to 
|have worn a Canadian war correspon- 
dent’s uniform. In the autumn of 1943 
|sbe was sent overseas by the Canadian 
Press, and ber dispatches from England, 
France, the Low Countries, and Germany sg 
are vividly remembered for their human | Yes— Mothers 
|interest and womanly command of detail. l 
. ‘ : eae 
Yes, Mother's proud of you, baby! One of the reasons she’s Mrs. Francis and ber Air Force busband BUCKLEY S 
been feeding you Aylmer Strained Vegetable Soup since you are now hving in Vancouver, redis- WHITE R 
were only a few months old . . . is to help you grow big and covering the civilian way of life. : UB 
strong! For Aylmer supervises the growing of special vegeta- Does Give 
bles for this soup . . . and prepares them while fresh and full T’S GREAT to be cooking with food Faster Relief 
St Reve, high in wlamins and minerals. again! Meat yesterday, meat to- This faster penetrating Rub really does 
And this delicious Aylmer Soup also contains wheat germ morrow, there’s even meat today, and bring quick relief to either kiddies or 
and good beef stock to supply extra nourishment. Over 20 my tummy, after more than two years eo ee oe - em 
ce ae eis OT} Fa e : roat and shoulder blades, it helps 
varieties—all nutritious and delicious! overseas, hardly believes what my creule 6 glowing warmth, brecks vp con- 
FREE—Send today for your helpful booklet, ae tells ana ‘ ‘ gestion, eases breathing—BUCKLEY’S 
“A Well-fed Baby Is a Happy Child”. Write Dept. This is not an advertisment displayed WHITE RUB must give relief in less 
Bi4, Canadian Canners Ltd., Hamilton, Canada by the Wartime Prices and Trade gm, or — back. Price 30c and 50c, 
Board. It’s the gustatory bubbling over old everywhere, 
of a housewife who had almost forgotten y 
what it was to order meat by a kind of BUCKLE Y 
cut, instead of taking what the glowering STAIN LESS 
BAB butcher gave you with a growl. WHITE RUB 
Y FOODS It’s the confessions of a woman who | ——— a 
Your Baby Deserves AYLMER Quality still after several weeks back in Canada 
becomes a maniac in a groceteria and PYR E x 
¥ grocer stocks th ieti Ayl Baby Food: Vegetable S Vege- 7 > ing i 2s 
eta re baci ol Agieee Babe Sod, Vonesetie Seve Veen wants to buy everything in the shop. ee Se es 
& Carrote—Squash & Carrots—Spinach—Waz Beans—Tomato Juice—Vegetable Lady, can you ever know what a thrill 
Sa he dll ence leggy eerie ee ee ee it is to buy a can of peas without giving HELP BABY 
up a quarter of your month’s food STAY HEALTHY 





points? 

I can bet you are going to glare at me 
ferociously and tell me that I’m crazy, 
that Canada is starving to death on her 
present rations. Maybe you’re going to 
tell me, as a hostess did the other day, 
that it’s impossible to feed a family on SS 
the present meat rations. - Z 

“Why, one’s ration goes nowbere, and ‘ 
when one’s had that there’s nothing but lrlent i hie ceaeial 
liver and fish and eggs,” she told me It prevents nipple collapse, one 
me who is just back from a world in cause of colic. Mink flows steadily. 
which the day when you get half a Baby feeds easier . . . gains weekly. 
pound of the despised liver or a piece of P Get ee boil-proof 

; ; ; : yrex Nursing Bottles ... 
elderly fish is a high day and holiday. best for your baby. 

There was also the lady on the train. ; 


We were speeding westward out of PYRE xX 





Calgary. I was still in my war cor- NURSING BOTTLES 
respondent’s uniform, still exhausted with tHe ratenren Selong? 
: from the past couple of years, still 
: ee es GUARANTE 
hungry for real food. : tage REPLACEMENT 
At dinnertime that night my fas- AORAT Ee LSD, 





cinated eyes couldn’t decide which to 
look at longest, the wonderful, wonderful 
menu, or the heart-satisfying sight of 
my native mountains. I’d read the 
menu several times and there were so 
many things | hadn’t tasted for so long 
I couldn’t make up my mind what to 
order. The waiter was getting a little 
impatient, at me and at a well-dressed 
middle-aged woman across the table 
from me. 


Noticing my indecision, she leaned RU NN ERLESS 
across the table and said: “I know just STRAWBERRY 


how you feel. I can’t make up my mind BARON SOLEMACHER, This greatly superior variety 
. She ° roduces the largest i ° 
what to order either. Isn’t it horrible Flowers eight weeks from seed. nee. has 
5 ek oe ae avs. eas ot have runners but produces great quantities of finest 
food on the trains these days There fruit throughout the season. Has the delicious flavor 
; isn’t a thing worth ordering! ong aroms of wild strawberries. A showy pot plant 
epresentatives: . ; : ai af and fine for garden. Plant now. Order direct from 
Kelly Douglas & Co., Ltd., 367/377, Water Street, Vancouver. I wish one of us could have produced this advertisement. (Pkt 25¢) postpaid. 

MacLaren Wright, Ltd., 69, Front Street East, Toronto. our broomstick and whipped back to the FREE—OUR BIG 1946 SEED AND 
Rose & Laflamme, Ltd., 400, St. Paul Street West, Montreal. England I’d jus . ’ ik Lave NURSERY BOOK — Leads Acai oaw 

— ngland I’d just left. I’d like to have eads Again 

Ae ., 141, Ba t A East, W ‘ 

W. L. Mackenzie & Co., Ltd Bannatyne Avenue Eas innipeg DOMINION SEED HOUSE, GEORGETOWN, ONT. 
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University of Toronto. 


The Evolution 
d Parent 


POLICEMAN’S lot is not a happy 
one.”’ It is easy for us to sit back and 
enjoy the lampooning of mid-Vic- 
torian authority, but it is much sadder 
to think of the many parents who 
complain that a parent’s lot is not a 
happy one. It is a tragedy that parents 
do not enjoy their own children, and it is 
sad but true that, although children are 
potentially the most enjoyable of all 
human experiences, in many cases the 
parents have not learned how to make 
them so. It is especially doleful when 
we consider that unless parents enjoy 
their children it is impossible for the 
children to enjoy their parents. 
Unfortunately, there is no simple rule 
which one can follow as a pattern for this 
congenial relationship. Rather, a 
philosophy of parenthood must gradu- 
ally unfold and be incorporated into the 
attitudes of daily life. In this and the 
next two articles an attempt will be 
made to point the way toward the 
evolution of a parent, a parent who, in 
spite of all the inevitable problems or, 
better, because of the problems of child 
rearing, can look back when the job is 
done and truthfully say, “Among all of 
the tasks that life imposes, the most 
enriching, the most satisfying and the 
most emotionally complete experience 
was the raising of my child from birth 
to the assumption of adult maturity.” 
Only a child can provide this opportun- 
ity—better, perhaps—only children can 
do so. Ofttimes one hears, “My book is 
my child, my invention is my child, my 
picture is my child.” These cannot in 
any sense be compared in their creative 
aspect to the rearing of a child. In these 
instances the result is static. In creating 
an adult through educating a child the 
result is dynamic, the mechanism works 
both ways and not in just one direction. 
All too often, the behavior of adoles- 
cents brings down upon their parents 
the castigation of judges and reformers. 
Undoubtedly parents are frequently 
unskilled in dealing with the inevitable 
problems that arise in child rearing. 
Blaming the parents seems a futile 
gesture unless provision is made for 
teaching them how to bring up their 
children. Ignorance of the law is no 
defense, but ignorance of how to admin- 
ister a law would indicate some lack in 
the educational background. There 
should be a “closed season” on parents 
for a time and careful study made of 
how parents may best be trained to ful- 
fill the important task of understanding 
and enjoying—their children. 
The chief difficulty in rearing children 


emerges from this interaction of parent 
and child. Both are undergoing con- 
tinual change. From the moment of 
birth, when the responsibility of the 
parent is paramount, the emancipation 
of the child begins. These two, responsi- 
bility and emancipation, are reciprocals 
of each other until at the end of the task 
emancipation is complete and responsi- 
bility disappears. 

It is this ever-changing aspect of 
parent-child relations that at times 
baffles both parent and child. No set 
rules can be laid down because of the 
many factors which tend to upset the 
balance. For example, during illness the 
balance is upset in the direction of 
increased parental responsibility. When 
the child enters school the balance is 
upset in the direction of emancipation. 
It is a wise parent indeed who can keep 
her (or his) balance in these sudden 
shifts. What mother hasn’t watched 
with some degree of dismay her first- 
born suddenly incorporated into a group 
of 50 others on his first day in kinder- 
garten? 

It would appear, on first thought, that 
if the balance between parental responsi- 
bility and the emancipation of the child 
is ever-changing, it would be impossible 
to lay down any guiding principle. On 
second thought, however, it appears that 
in so far as the relationship parent-child 
remains constant and if there is a thread 
which runs through the whole of this 
period, connecting infancy, childhood, 
youth and adolescence, there will be 
something to hold on to. A thread may 
be immeasurably strong. The thread 
that need never be broken is the consist- 
ency of parental discipline. 

Children at birth are exposed to new 
situations which are frightening. They 
develop faith and assurance in stability 
wherever they find it. Stability can be 
tangible, such as the floor and the ceiling 
and the breast, but far more important 
are the intangible stabilities upon which 
the child’s faith, trust and self-confi- 
dence are based. Happy that child 
indeed whose faith in his parents is 
never shaken. Happy the parents whose 
children take them for granted. How 
often has a parent complained when her 
child has accepted her presence with an 
offhand grunt or left the house without 
a parting salutation, ‘He takes me so 
for granted!” This is the greatest 
compliment that a child can pay. The 
parent has become part of the Rock of 
Ages. 

Consistency forms the background of 
the child’s philosophy of life. Out of this 
experience emerges his concept of 
justice, his consideration for others and 
his springboard for adventure. 

Nothing has been said in this article 
about love, affection and sentiment. 
These will be discussed next month. » 
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OBSERVE THESE “SAFETY 
FIRSTS” OF BABY CARE 


By Meredith Moulton Redhead, Ph. B. 
Baby Food Counselor of Heinz Home Institute 


eS baby against the 
possibilities ofa home accident 
is largely a question of observing 
a few basic safety rules which are 
sometimes forgotten in the hurry 
and hustle of the day’s routine. 


First, never leave baby alone even 
for a moment on an unguarded 
surface or in the bathtub. 


Second, avoid burns by checking 
the temperature of the water 
with a bath thermometer before 
placing baby in the tub. 


Third, prevent suffocation by 
tucking the undersheets on baby’s 
bed firmly beneath the mattress, 
eliminating pillows and allowing 
him to sleep alone. 


Notice the difference in 


@ @ Last but not least important of 
the precautions is to select foods 
whose uniform quality you can 
wholeheartedly trust. Delicious, 
highly nutritive Heinz Baby Foods 
are prepared by a company which 
has devoted 77 years to the prepa- 
ration of exceptionally fine foods. 


flavour, colour and texture of — 


HEINZ BABY FOODS 
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Baby's 


Cold 


Relieved 
As He sleeps 


NC” ... here’s grand home-proved 
medication that works 2 ways at 
once to relieve distress of child’s cold 
~—even while he sleeps. Just rub throat, 
chest and back with Vicks VapoRub 
at bedtime. Instantly VapoRub goes 
to work to relieve coughing spasms, 
ease muscular soreness or tightness, and 
invite restful, comforting sleep. Often 
nee most ofthemisery is gone. 

or baby’s sake Pn? tonight. 
it must be good, because when colds 
strike, most mothers use VapoRub. 

CouGHING spASMS— To relieve distress, 
melt a spoonful of VapoRub in a bowl 
of boiling water. Inhale the steaming, 
medicated vapors. Feel relief come 
right with the first breath! 


ing Better 
Note children 


“My tender skin demands something better than a general purpose soap. 
So I can’t afford to share my Baby’s Own Soap these days. I need it all.” 


Baby’s Own Soap and all other Baby’s 
Own Toiletries are made especially 
for baby, with the purest, gentlest in- 
gredients that many years of scien- 
tific research could find. Save Baby's 
Own for baby. 


ICKS 


VarpoRus 





Gift Sets on Sale in 60c and $1.10 Sizes 








rather than mixtures of several, so that 
the child becomes accustomed to their 
individual tastes. If you are preparing 
vegetables for your child, be careful to 
cook them rapidly in a small amount of 
boiling salted water just until they are 
done. Until the child is two years of 
age they should be sieved—after that 
time mashing is sufficient. 

At 10 months, applesauce or prune or 
apricot pulp is usually added to the 
supper meal. These dried fruits should 
be soaked overnight, cooked until tender 
in the soaking water and then sieved. 
Well-ripened banana, mashed to a pulp 
with a fork, is also a suitable fruit. You 
can tell that the banana is ripe by the 
presence of dark patches on the skin. 
After one year of age, baked apple, 
stewed pears or peaches and scraped raw 
apple are usually included. The first 
three of these are put through the 
strainer too. 

Scraped beef may be added in the 
latter part of the first year. This is made 
by scraping a lean piece of round steak 
against the grain with a sharp spoon. It 
is then shaped up into a little pat and 
browned on both sides either in the top 
of a double boiler or on the broiler. Later 
boiled, broiled or roasted and finely 
chopped beef, lamb, chicken or liver 
may be added. Once or twice a week you 
may substitute boiled, baked or steamed 
nonoily fresh fish, such as haddock or 
cod. Fresh water fish that are not oily 
may be included too. Care must be 
taken, of course, to bone all fish care- 
fully. 

At 12 months of age the child is 
usually given three meals a day, 
although if he awakens and is hungry at 
10 o’clock in the evening he may have 
eight ounces of milk then. For his 
breakfast (between seven and eight 
o’clock) he may have two to four 
rounded tablespoonfuls of cereal with 
no sugar; eight ounces of milk, some of 
which may be used on the cereal; and a 
piece of toast, zwieback or a biscuit with 
no butter. 

At nine to 10 o’clock he should have 
two ounces of orange juice or four 
ounces of sieved factory-canned toma- 
toes. His dinner, between noon and 
one p.m., may include one to two table- 
spoonfuls of scraped beef, chopped liver 
or chicken, or a soft-cooked egg; two 
to four tablespoonfuls of sieved vege- 
tables; three to five tablespoonfuls of 
milk pudding (cornstarch, junket, cus- 
tard, or sieved rice pudding) or one to 
two tablespoonfuls of apple sauce or 
prune pulp; and a piece of dry bread or 
a baby biscuit. His supper at 5.30 to 
6 p.m. is similar to his breakfast. In 
addition, he needs one teaspoonful of 
cod-liver oil two or three times a day, 
or five to 10 drops of one of the more 
potent fish liver oils (according to your 
physician’s directions). 

At 15 months of age his meals are 
similar, but if he will eat more of the 
cereal he may have it. Also he may have 
a soft-cooked egg or a slice of crisp bacon 
for his breakfast. By this time he can 
have a little butter on his toast or bread. 
He has his orange juice or tomato juice 
as before at nine or 10 o’clock in the 
morning. For dinner he may have two 
to four tablespoonfuls of meat or non- 
oily fish or a soft-cooked egg. The lean 
part of a lamb chop may be given for 
variety. In addition to one to two 
tablespoonfuls of his colored vegetable, 
he may have an equal amount of potato. 
For his dessert he may have three to 
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Nothing in the world is more precious than Baby ano that is 
why thousands of parents use the BABEE-TENDA Safety 
Chair in place of old fashioned high chairs. It protects Baby 
from serious falls. The BABEE-TENDA Safety Chair cannot 
be pulled or tipped over! it is low, 22’ high by 25’ square. 
A Safety Halter Strap prevents Baby from climbing out, so 
mother can go about her work without fear of Baby's safety. 
In all the years that high chairs have been used the BABEE- 
TENDA Safety Chair is the firet basic improvement. It is 
highly endorsed by Baby Specialists, Doctors and Nurses. 
Relatives ard friends find BABEE-TENDA an ideal gift for 
the new arrival. 


Copyright 1945 by The Babee-Tenda Corp. of Canada, Limited 


aU & 
EASILY MOVED 
THRU 
DOORWAYS 


EASILY CHANGED TO PLAY TABLE 
SS NOT SOLD IN STORES 


Sold only direct to you through authorized agents. Write 
for free instructive folders and name of nearest agent. 
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Extra Dollars... .For Your Time 


Money may not always bring happiness but it cer- 
tainly helps a lot. 


If you want extra dollars—for War Savings Certifi- 
cates—or to pay current expenses, then write to us 
for full information of the Fidelity plan for earning 
extra dollars in spare time 


FIDELITY CIRCULATION COMPANY 


“Spare Time Department” 
210 Dundas Street W., Toronto 2, Ont. 


ActdMolsture’ 


can make a good baby cry! 








When baby cries, the cause is so often the ir- 
ritating effect of “acid-moisture” on his tender 
skin. But you can protect him from stinging .. . 
discomfort. Use a baby powder that guards 


against “acid-moisture” ... Z.B.T. made with 
olive oil! Z.B.T. resists “acid-moisture” better, 
lets baby clothes “give” not grip. 

MAKE THIS TEST! Smooth Z.B.T. on your hand. Sprin- 


kle water on it. Watch how Z.B.T. with olive oil resists 
moisture—keeps skin dry. Compare with other powders! 


Z. &. 7, fader 


MADE WITH OLIVE OIL 





Canada, with a steak tucked inside me, 
| can say I’m glad we did. We know a 
lot more about the homespun aspects of 
the war that way. 

Noel Coward might open a new show. 
We might have seats for a John Gielgud 
production. Our best friends might 
come to town on leave. We might go 
dancing at the Savoy. No matter. The 
highlight of the week was THE ROAST. 

A tiara from the Russian crown 
jewels wouldn’t be carried home more 
carefully. Then the debate begins. 
When will you eat it? Will you eat it 
alone, like a couple of pigs? Or will you 
have a couple more homesick Canadians 
in to share it? 

The great day comes. Usually it’s a 
Sunday so you can devote the whole day 
to the ritual. If you have friends in 
the country you may have an onion—a 
whole onion, the first one you’ve seen in 
months. This will go into the pan, too, 
for flavor. Potatoes are put around the 
You part with three 
shillings for a cauliflower as an escape 


roast. two or 
from cabbage and brussels sprouts. 

Your badly arranged, small kitchen 
for an hour or so smells like Canada. But 
cooking the roast is as much suspense as 
having a baby. Every time you peek 
into the oven it’s shrunk a bit more. 

Finally it reaches the table. After the 
first helping is sliced off there’s hardly 
enough left for a kitten tomcat. It’s 
always so good and so different from 
English-cooked restaurant food that 
you can’t resist a second helping— 
neither can the rest of the family. 

Sadly you gather up the scraps. There 
might just be enough left to curry for 
one more meal. That leaves five more 
dinners in the week to be magicked out 
of thin air, with no eggs, no cheese, no 
nothin’ to fall back on. 

Thinking back on it, it’s hard to 
remember just what you did eat. Some- 
times you actually pulled a rabbit out of 
the hat, if you were a stout enough 
character to queue from 8 a.m. to 
around 10 a.m. at a market stall where 
they were sold. 

Then there’s always powdered eggs. 
The Ministry of Food used up a lot of 
severely rationed paper to tell housewives 
of the wonderful omelets and egg dishes 
that could be whipped up with these. 
Maybe I don’t read the recipes very 
carefully but the only thing I, or most of 
the other women I know, ever produced 
with them, would have been delightful if 
I’d calcimined the kitchen walls with it. 
True, once a month, during the 
summer there was The Egg. It was pre- 
sented to you with a flourish one week in 
four along with your slivers of butter, 
margarine and lard. There was never 
any place to carry it except in your hand, 
and you were lucky if you got it home at 
all. And if you did, the discussions as 
to how each of you should cook your 
egg lasted for hours. And when finally 
you boiled it, because you wasted less 
that way, the thought haunted you for 
hours after of how much better it would 
have tasted poached on toast. 

On the four mornings a week when 
there were neither eggs nor bacon, you 
ate toaste with the yellow jelly the 
Ministry of Food designated as your 
jam ration. They called it all sorts of 
pretty names—peach, apricot, plum, and 
once even pineapple. But always, in 
extremely small type, it said somewhere 
on the tin that due to wartime conditions 
other things (potatoes and turnips most- 
ly) had been added, and you suspected 


the original fruit had then been care- 
fully subtracted. 

Hotels and boardinghouses had the 
same problem as the housewife of what 
to serve for breakfast, and one glum 
morning in a Victorian mausoleum in 
Russell Square I was served limp brussels 
sprouts on a flannelly piece of toast. 

The Ministry of Food beat out. its 
brains in its offices off Portland Place to 
convince the people of Britain they 
really felt healthier on bread and 
brussels sprouts than they would have on 
steak and cheese. 

When bread was short they told us 
how to make puddings out of potatoes 
and instructed us to serve at every meal 
potatoes cooked, not one way but two 
different ways. Potatoes were lauded 
even as sandwich fillings mixed with 
fish. When potatoes went short we were 
told to eat up our bread and marg and 
serve bread with the everlasting British 
custard for dessert. 

Other pamphlets tried to teach us how 
to use the pale blue dried milk instead of 
the fresh product, and how to whip up a 
light sponge cake with dried eggs. From 
the meals I’ve eaten up and down Great 
Britain, | don’t think anybody ever 
learned how to do either. There just 
didn’t seem to be any edible substitute 
for food. 

As well as basic rations of meat, tiny 
piecesof butter, few ouncesof margarine 
and lard, sliver of cheese and three 
slices of bacon, Britons were allowed 
24 food points a month to buy other 
things. Most of these are the articles you 
here toss lightly into your groceteria 
basket without a thought. 

Of course, you could supplement your 
rations with food fit for a king, but as the 
old English music hall ballad says, “If 
you want it, you got to buy it, for we 
ain’t giving anything away.” 

Buy it you could, right on Piccadilly or 
in snooty little shops throughout May- 
fair. We used to tour around these 
shops and plan dinners for ourselves 
from the things we saw. 

With a good tight clutch on my hand- 
bag containing my scanty pounds, 
shillings and pence, in imagination | 
bought real turtle soup, at about $3 for a 
jar that might serve four. For the 
main course there might be wood pigeon 
smothered in mushrooms, at $1.70 per 
pigeon (and you’d need one per person) 
and mushrooms at $3.50 a pound. Gaily 
you could escape from brussels sprouts 
with green beans or each 
$4.50 a pound, or a few artichokes at 
$1.70 each. 

There was a nice posh shop where you 
could always get a pineapple for dessert, 
four guineas, or about $18 each; or if 
you were a cheapskate a bottle of 
cherries in brandy was only $4.50. 


asparagus, 


You could even buy an off-rations egg 
for your breakfast, if you wanted to pay 
82 cents for a nice big goose egg. 

These things weren’t black market, 
either. They were foods the Government 
had dubbed luxury foods, and since they 
were things so limited in quantity 
there was no point in rationing them or 
bringing them under the price ceiling. 
Mrs, ’Opkins from Maida Vale couldn’t 
afford to buy them, but Mrs. Richwitch 
from Belgravia could and probably did, 
and still does. Yet even she would have a 
dizzy spell could I but take her by the 
hand through my corner grocery out 
here in Vancouver. The shock of food 
all the food one needs or wants—is just 
too much, # 
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“My baby was only ten months 
old when she had a severe chest 
congestion,” said Mrs. Janet 
Elmgren of Calgary. At the time 
Mrs. Elmgren was living on a farm 
with her three other children, two 
miles from the nearest neighbor. 
“The baby was very, very sick,” 
she said, “and it wasn’t easy to get 
the doctor, 30 miles away in Swift 
Current. So I tried a good, old- 
fashioned mustard poultice.” 


Mustard Poultices Aid in 
Breaking Up Chest 
Congestion 





\ “I used one teaspoonful of mus- 
N tard to three teaspoonfuls of flour 





and enough water to make a 
paste,” explained Mrs. Elmgren. 
“I put a poultice on the baby’s 
back and chest every two hours, 
leaving them on until the skin 
was pink, but never for longer 
than 20 minutes. At the end of 
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Only $4.98 


Pius 25 Cents for Packing and Mailing 
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"1 TRIEDA GOOD 
OLD-FASHIONED 


MUSTARO 
POULTICE” 


SAID MRS. JANET ELMGREN 


Chatelaine, March, 1946 — 95 
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about 24 hours my baby was a 
lot better and made a complete 
recovery.” 


Mustard Baths Help Halt 
Oncoming Colds 


When the long winter days and 
lack of sunshine are followed by 
chills, severe colds and similar 
maladies, then mustard proves its 
value to thousands of Canadian 
housewives. Warming, stimulat- 
ing, hot mustard baths help lift 
depressed spirits and ward off in- 
fections, aches and pains, help to 
relieve pain and bring on natural, 
refreshing sleep. You may rely on 
mustard poultices to help ease 
the discomfort of rheumatic pains 
and the often agonizing distress 
of arthritic or neuralgic pains. 
Always consult your doctor when 
symptoms appear serious. 


Ask your grocer or druggist for 
Keen’s Mustard. It is packed to 
retain its uniform quality and full 
medicinal strength. 


Free Booklet Describes Medicinal Uses 


of Mustard 


Write today for your free copy of our booklet 
giving you the standard methods of using 
mustard in treating common maladies and 
complaints, to Reckitt & Colman (Canada) 
Limited, Station T, Montreal. 
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MONEY BACK 
IF NOT 
SATISFIED ! 


KNITTING FOR ALL contains 320 Pages, 70,000 Words. 


Over 400 


“how-to-do-it” Photographs, 


Drawings and 


Patterns show clearly step by step what to do and how 
Everything is made so clear that beginners 
simply cannot go wrong; and experienced knitters will 
find scores of new outlets for their knitting energies. 


to do it. 


Entirely New! 


KNITTING FOR ALL shows you how to give new 
life to old woollen garments—a necessary wartime 
economy; how to use up odds and ends, and Knit 
“workbox bits” into attractive new clothes; how 
to choose and use Wools, Rayon Wools and Silks; 


how 
for 
Knitting for 
explained and 


the whole family. 


Beginners 
illustrated; 


besides! 


“KNITTING FOR ALL ia a gem... 
and accurately compiled 
young and old knitters 
binding 80 
usage.’ 


Money will be refunded if you are not satisfied 
with the book, and return it in five days after 
receipt—in good condition and postpaid 


strong it will stand up 


Mra. H. C., Ontario 


to re-foot and re-heel socks and stockings 


first principles clearly 
and much more 


attractively 
easily followed by 
printing clear and 
under 


hard 


HOME BOOK SERVICE, 210/C Dundas Street W., Toronto 2, Ont. 
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il g qmnuse 


BABY: What's the 
fuss, Mom? Aren't 
you happy being 
me—and playing 


with all my nice toys? 
Pet, 
to 





_ it would take more than 
make me enjoy a baby’s 
lite! Why didn’t you te// me how 


BABY: I tried, Mom. Simply yowled. 
But I guess you realize now the kind 
of attention I was after — Johnson's 
Baby Oil and Johnson’s Baby Powder 
for my tender skin! 

MOM: My, I'm a Backward Mother, 
lamb. But do you need both? 









g Limited Gohan 


BABY: Oh, yes, Mom. That's the secret. 
After you bathe me, you smooth 
me all over with pure, gentle John- 
son’s Baby Oil. Keep the bottle 
handy at diaper changes — to help 
guard against what doctor calls 
“urine irritation” ... 

MOM: Oh, I see/ And why the powder? 


BABY: You know how little chafes and 
prickles make me whimpery, Mom? 
Fix them with cool, soft sprinkles of 
Johnson's Baby Powder. 


A-a-a-a-ah! 


MOM: Does sound good, 
punkin. Roll out the 
stroller — here we go 
= for Johnson’s! 


(V7 
Johnson's Baby Oil 
Johnson's Baby Powder 
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DON’T DYE GRAY HAIR 


... until you try the new 
color-control method of 
Mary T. Goldman's! Then 
watch your hair take on the 
beautiful, natural - looking 
color you desire, quickly— 
or so gradually your friends 
won't guess. 

Siangly do this: Buy a 
bottle Mary T. Goldman's 

a am ...just comb it through your 
gray, bleached, or faded hair. See how this 
new scientific color-control gives you the 
youthful hair shade you want. Pronounced 
harmless by competent medical authorities 
(no skin test needed). Will not harm your 
wave or change the smooth, soft texture of 
your hair. It’s inexpensive and easy to apply, 
too. For over 50 years millions have found new 





hair beauty by using Mary T. Goldman’s in 
the privacy of their homes. 

So help yourself to beautiful hair—today! 
Buy a bottle of Mary T. Goldman's at your 
drug or department store on money-back 
guarantee. Or, if you'd rather try it first, 
mail coupon below for free test kit. 


Mary T. Goldman Co., 35-B Goldman Bidg. 
i St. Paul 2, Minn. Send free sample. Check color § 
} 0 Black (© Dark Brown 


0 Light Brown i 
I ©) Medium Brown ([) Blonde 


(0 Auburn 
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Meals for Young Children 
Continued from page 92 


five tablespoonfuls of the fruits men- 
tioned earlier or the same amount of a 
milk pudding. Some bread with a little 
butter or a biscuit completes this quite 
substantial meal. His supper is like his 
breakfast with the addition of one to two 
tablespoonfuls of applesauce or prune 
pulp. He still receives his fish-liver oil 
as before. By this time he will not likely 
wake up for any food in the evening. 


HIS APPETITE will not increase to 
any great extent during his second year 
as he is growing considerably more slowly 
than in the preceding year. Do not ex- 
pect him to eat too much and do not 
coax him to eat. Plenty of fresh air and 
sleep will help to keep up his appetite. 
The plan for his meals from 20 to 24 
months of age is quite similar to that 
previously described. His variety of des- 
serts can be further increased by sub- 
stituting tapioca, bread pudding or 
gelatine and custard. If he has a milk 
pudding for dinner, it is well to give him 
fruit for supper and vice versa. He may 
have a little cottage cheese (two tea- 
spoonfuls) on bread for dessert on some 
days. 

When he reaches two years of age 
his orange or tomato juice may become 
part of his breakfast, and it is well to 
teach him to eat the pulp as well as the 
juice as that gives him more Vitamin C. 
At this age he is ready to have two 
rounded tablespoonfuls of raw salad in 
place of some of his cooked vegetables 
three or four times a week. Lettuce, raw 
celery, carrots, tomato, apple and ba- 
nana are suitable for him and he may 
have salad dressing made with lemon. 

What foods should not be given to 
young children? Greasy or fried foods of 
all kinds (except crisp bacon), pies and 
pork contain so much fat that young 
children cannot digest them properly. 
Therefore, they should not be used. 
Very sweet foods, such as cakes, fancy 
cookies and even ice cream, are better 
avoided. Finally, veal, fresh bread, corn, 
cucumbers, nuts, tea and coffee are not 
suitable foods for youngsters under six. 

If you have a child in this age group 
and your doctor has not given you a diet 
sheet, it might be handier for you to 
make up one for yourself from the infor- 
mation in this article. 


Cooking with Food Again 
Continued from page 90 


had her with me a couple of Saturdays 
before in London when I queued for 
three hours for a loaf of bread, a head of 
lettuce, some carrots, and about as 
much butter, cheese and meat (a weck’s 
rations) as she tucked away at that meal. 

Everywhere Canadians accost me 
with: “Now be honest, is the food really 
as bad as they say it is in England? Or 
is that just propaganda, so we won't 
mind giving up our bacon?” 

And the answer is: Lady, you have 
no idea. 


STRUGGLING TO fill one’s stomach in 
England, and in France and in Belgium 
and in Holland, is a full-time job. 

My husband and I had a small flat 
in London, in Chelsea, and in the year 
before D-Day, as well as the summer 
months of 1945, we ate and queued as 
the British civilians did. Now in 





“Jill had a 


nasty temper’ 


66g DON’T know 

what has hap- 
pened to my little 
girl,’’ lamented 
Annabelle E. “‘Jill 
was such a happy 
baby and now she 
has taken to throw- 

Practical it ond ing fits of anger for 

mother of three of t kind of NO apparent Cause. 

Serer SA Bor example when 
she drops her doll, she becomes furious!’ 

Patience, mother! Children usually have 
a reason for everything they do—it may 
not be a good reason, Sons there’s always a 
cause for their actions. 

Perhaps your child has difficulty in manag- 
ing things. Maybe she tried to put her doll’s 
shoes on, and they won't stay on—and 
that makes her angry, even to the point of a 
tantrum. It isn’t just semper, it’s frustration 
and disappointment. 

You can help by patiently showing Jill 
how to do things. Butr—help her o/y as 
much as she needs, no more. Just start her 
off on what she is trying to do, and LET 
HER CARRY ON BY HERSELF. She must learn 
how to MEET HER OWN DIFFICULTIES. 

You can help prevent tantrums caused 
by inability to manage her playthings, by 
making sure that she has playthings suitable 
to her age—toys that she is able to manage 
and enjoy! Simple knitted dolls, all in one 
piece, little wooden animals on wheels— 
toys that won’t come apart when she plays 
with them, 

Don't be annoyed at a display of temper. 
Regard it as a common babyish way of 
acting when up against a difficulty. Your 

atient handling of each little situation will 
fel build SELF-CONTROL and SELF- 
RELIANCE in the child! 





JANET POWER 


Breakfast Can Be Fun! 


In many homes, breakfast is the most 
difficult meal of the day. Children fuss with 
their food, object to the family cereal. But 
breakfast is fun when you serve a cereal 
that’s APPETIZING and AMUSING—Ke//oge’s 
Rice Krispies! Have the children listen to the 
merry song—Snap-Crackle-Pop—when 
you pour on milk. Soon they'll be so 
intrigued they'll forget to fuss—and when 
they taste Rice Krispies, mmm-m, they'll 
soon be back for more! “Rice Krispies”’ 
is a registered trade mark of the Kellogg 
Company of Canada Limited for its deli- 
cious brand of oven-popped rice. Made in 
London, Canada. 


THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kellogg's want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your own 
children's problems. Have you an interesting 
story? If so—write to Mother's Forum, Box 
CH-13, London, Ontario. Kellogg's will pay 
$5.00 for each letter used in this column. ~ 


“My little girlhated hair-washings” 
writes Mrs. P. Donaver 


-.. ‘No matter how careful I was when I 
washed my little girl’s hair, she screamed 
and made such a fuss, that it was quite a 
trial for both of us. Then one day | 
decided to make a game of it. I let her 
rinse her own hair with the rubber shower 
hose! It worked like magic. Now it’s such 
fun, she asks to have me wash her hair.”’ 





lavour for every meal 


Take a plain, ordinary hamburger—dash on 
just enough Heinz ‘57-Sauce” so that its 
Gipety-brown richness blends with the suc- 
culent juices of the meat—and you have real 
eating. 

You will find scores of other routine dishes 
will step right into a special class when you 
use such flavour-flatterers as Heinz Prepared 
Mustards, yellow and brown (stone-ground 
for extra smoothness)—and Heinz Worces- 


tershire Sauce, a symphony of spice. 


PREPARE? 


yeuow ~. 


*r vameateese * 


Keep Heinz Condiments on the table, or 
near the stove. You will find they give every- 
thing from sandwiches to stews that extra- 


ordinary flair of flavour that everybody enjoys. 








Housewives who are looking for a touch of 
novelty will find many new recipes and sugges- 
tions for the use of Heinz Condiments in a new 
12-page booklet, titled: “New Uses for Heinz 
Sauces.” A free copy is yours for the asking. 
Write to H. J. Heinz Co. of Canada Ltd., 420 


Dupont Street, Toronto. 


and Fish Sauces 
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Not Quite 
Npring 


HERE’LL come a day—and it can happen any 
T time now—when, between blizzards and freezing 

rain and lowering overcasts, the old miracle 
will begin. The breeze, travelling on a great curve 
from the south and west, will lap against our skin 
and nostrils, and for that first unaccustomed moment 
it will be difficult to identify. The sky will have a 
richer depth, the white clouds, too, will show a third 
dimension; the metal of the ground, relenting a little, 
will throw off a faint smell, and suddenly the pine 
trees will be noisy with crows. It won’t be spring, 
quite, but it will be the promise of it—and that, to 
any inhabitant of this half-continent, is sufficient 
cause for rejoicing any day, any year. 

Each of us has, and perhaps to a greater extent 
than we realize, an inner dependence on spring. 
Remove us from this annual experience of the slow- 
mounting rhythm of the season, and something 
important would be missing from our lives. As my 
Canadian friend from the Caribbean island put it, 
*“There’s no excitement if there isn’t any change, and 
in the tropics, where spring is more a figure of speech 
than a fact, | get homesick for Canada—for the mud 
and the shrinking patches of snow and the difference 
in the air. There has to be spring to give a person 
that feeling of beginning again.” 

This sense of renewal is as old as time itself. Long 
before there was an Easter the happy pagans 
celebrated spring in elaborate rites. And when 
Canada was still an unnamed wilderness it was the 
first symptoms of spring that drew the early explorers 
from their miserable huts and reinforced their 
courage for the trip upstream. Always upstream, you 
remémber, and the rivers they travelled and the 
valleys they looked at are still the best places to 
observe spring and its subtle progression. The 
unlocking of the ice, the release of water, the slow 
delicate change in the colors of vegetation on the 
slopes of our great rivers—these are natural phen- 
omena nonetheless memorable because they recur as 
regularly as the lifting of the sun’s path. Anyone who 
has grown up near the majestic bends of the Saint 
John can never lose the experience of spring “in the 
valley.” And standing on the heights of Quebec (as 
I am at this moment of writing) who can resist the 
pull on the eyes toward the steely moving expanse 
of the St. Lawrence with its ice floes undulating 
uncertainly with the tide, yet always, inevitably, 
reaching their destination of the Gulf and the open 
sea? I can think back, too, to earlier springs along 
the lower Niagara where generations of wild ducks 
make the hazardous trip year by year on ice cakes, 
folding tired wings before resuming their skyway 
route northward—and as they glide by on their swift 
ride fantastic enough in appearance and imaginative 
appeal to tempt a Hans Christian Andersen. 

But it isn’t necessary to travel to get the foretaste 
of spring. You'll encounter it in your own back 
garden, especially if you've had the good sense to 
plant snowdrops, or in the open country where the 
creeks are putting on a brave imitation of the big 
rivers, or even at the bottom of the canyons between 
city buildings on that certain day when the new 
quality of the air itself supplies the long-awaited sign. 
You can depend on it—it’ll be not quite spring, but 
it’ll be the beginning. From that point forward the 
lovely restlessness will continue and grow; the old 
lesson that “change is the principle of growth” will be 
brought to our attention once again; and soon the 
world about us will wear a young radiance worth all 
the travail of winter. In all human experience there 
never could be a satisfactory substitute for spring. 
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It’s a Big Evening... 


... time out for the friendly pause 


“Snacks at our house” is an invitation that 
always rings the bell. No matter what the hour, 
when the young folks are out for a good time 
they can look forward to a real treat—when 


there’s a bit of home cooking in the cupboard 


and frosty Coca-Cola in the icebox. Have a Coke 
says Jack to Jean, meaning, This certainly is a 
date to remember. The friendly pause, with ice- 
cold Coca-Cola, is the perfect way to climax a 


happy occasion—to make any occasion happier. 


—_ 


COCA-COLA 


LTD 


Have a Coca-Cola 


“Coca-Cola” and its abbreviation 
“Coke” are registered trade-marks 
which identify the product of 
Coca-Cola Ltd. 





